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DEDICATION. 
TO THE 


Farm Sex, 


ANY pert and groveling Writers have 
had no other Way to recommend them- 
ſelves to the rude, and uncivilized Part 
of Thettrical Audiences, but by frequently ex- 
citing a ridiculous, unmanner'd Laugh againſt 
you, contrary to the leaſt Shadow of Decency, 
or. Glimmering of Common Senſe. 


Wzax Avenger in fo good a Cauſe, I have 
endeayour'd, by Way of Reprizal, to procure 
you a moral Laugh in the Exhibition of a Cha- 
rater of our Sex, (pretty common in Life, tho, 
perhaps, new to the Stage, and by which yours 
18 1 cavalierly treated) that, when ever fleer d 

ad 


DEDICATION. 


iv 


at by the Self-ſufficiency, or beſieged by the 
elegant Nonſenſe of ſuch dangling Heroes of 
Puppy - iſin, you may, as Antidote, hold up the 
Mirror to them in Frog 1DoR, the higheſt Sum- 


mit their idle Ambition can hope to reach at, 


Ir the Peruſal, or Repreſentation of this Trifle, 
contribute, in the leaſt, ty your Entertainment, 
I ſhall chink the Time ſpem ig writing it, hap- 
pily employ d, and am, 


Lapizs, s 
Your moſt xealpuſty dyvozed, 
obedient, humble Servant, 
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PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Me. Curran. 


MP ST chic thro” Obſcenity have pleas d, 

By that their Merit, that their Fortune 
| raid 
Hence moral Wits the Theatre declin d, 
Fs its ſole Aim was to corrupt Mankind. 
"Twas not the Thing, but the Abuſe rhey feorn'd, 
And Virtue's School . to Vice, they 
mourn d. 


£ 


Warm'd with * Roge each Patriot Breaſt 
Jhow'd feel, | 

Indignant roſe an ADpizon, and G TEELE; 

Sremm'd the wild Torrent of 8 yigloug Stage, 


And ſtrove, by virtuaus Scenes, 70 mend the Age. 


Our Aut hof (rrembling at thoſe ſacred Names; 
Whoſe Morals chares us, and whoſe Wit enflames ), 
Pants, t ho far diſtant, the ſame Courſe to run: 


Ig no Diſbonour, when by ſuch outdone. 


With honeſt Pride he bid me this advance, 
Las nought purloiy'd from Italy, or France. 
| | b From: 


4 1 PROLOGUE | 


From Obſervation ev 'ry Line has flows, 
The Plot, the Charaſter, the Scene your own. 4 
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. Fear not, ye att and ye virtuous Maids, 
His chaſter Muſe 10 no Indecence leads; 

[| Nor need the ready Fan in waiting lie, 

To ſcreen your Bluſh, the Author's Infamy. 

To Praiſe, from higher Views ſprings his Pre- 


tence, | 
He _ to pleaſe with conrad and Senſe. 
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COMEDY. 


MA TITTIES TS ITS FILTISISTS FIST PoT IST ISIS 


4-40 Tf 


SCENE, The Street. 
Enter Truewit, Thinkwell, and Tom. 


TRuUEWIT. 

7,21 O 1M, be ſure have every Thing ready for 
Sl your Afternoon Expedition, which per- 
kay) form with your uſual Dexterity. 
bys- | Jom. Pl take care, Sir, not to de- 
( ceive your good Opinion of me. | Exit. 
TIE) YJry Dear Thinkwell, in remembrance 
of that excellent Friend, your worthy Fa- 
ther, that you may not only inherit his Eſtate, but, what 
is much more valuable, his many good and eminent Qua- 
lities, Lam reſolved to become your Mentor. 

| B Think. 
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Think. In return, Mr. Trzewit, you ſhall find in me a 
moſt acknowledging Telemachus. ; 
+ Tra. To fulfil my Deſign, I intend to give you an in- 
ſtructive View of all the Follies of the Town, and have 
choſen, for the Object of this Day's Purſuit and Reflection, 
an odd Kind of Knight-Errantry, whoſe characteriſtic Name 
is that of Fortune-hunter; an Animal hard to define. 
Its firſt Care, when fitted out in the gaudieſt Dreſs it can 
obtain, is to fill its thoughtleſs Head with a long Catalogue 
of the Names, and Places of Abode, of rich Maids, and 
wealthy Widows: An Heireſs is the choice Game. Its 
continual Study is to become Maſter of all the little beauiſh 
Arts, and pretty Officiouſneſs requiſite to pleaſe the trifling 
Part of the — Sex, as they afford Mirth to the judici- 
ous Fair. 
Think. What an unhappy Turn of Mind! 
Tru. Nay, more, in our publick Walks, if a Lady 
chance to fi her Sight on it, among other Objects obvious 


to the roving Eye, plump ſhe's in love with it. It ſwells. 


with aerial Titles, ſtruts a Lord, beds with her Ladyſhip, 
ſigns. Receipts for Rents, and oft raiſes its deluded Foot 
to mount into the imaginary Chariot. In this Heighth of 
metaphyſical Grandeur, it overlooks its deareſt Acquain- 
tance ; and ſhould any of them rudely dare to accoſt it with 
the familiar Name of Tom, or Fack, it breaks off aftronted 
from the unmanner'd Brute, and ſtrives to bring its deli- 
cate Ears to Tune, by whiſpering -to- them the flattering 
Sound of, My Lord. Wet 

Think. Men, who can feed on ſuch fantaſtic Happineſs, 
may be juſtly calld the Cameleons of human Society. 

Tru. Ko ſo: — But as Deſcription commonly falls ſhort 
of Reality, and as nothing impreſſes a greater one of 
Vice, and Folly, than a living Example, we'll viſit an un- 
happy Youth of my Acquaintance, entirely addicted to this 
Sort of Phrenzy. His Name is Florigor. 

Think, I accept the Offer with all my Soul, Mr. True- 
wit, as I take it by way of a genteel Inſtruction, to know 
how to avoid the hke Diſtemper. 
Feu. The Inamorato, you are to ſee, deſerves as well 
your Pity, as Contempt. Ile is one of thoſe eaſy Tem- 
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pers, whoſe Happineſs, or Miſery, depends on the Com- 


any they link themſelves to at their firſt ſetting out. 
He has all the conſtituent Qualities of a pretty Gentleman, 
if well apply'd, which, by the Abuſe, render him a'com- 
pleat Coxcomb. His Perſon is genteel: He has a Tinc- 
ture of what we call the RBel-Eſprit, join'd to a good 
Notion of the Claſſics; meddles, with tolerable Succels, 
in Poetry, which he makes the Vehicle of all his amorous 


Purſuits. And, indeed, ſo bewitch'd is he of late, that 


he ſcarce ſpeaks aught but French or Latin Scraps, Love, 
and Poetry. He ſeems ſomewhat intimidated and re- 
form'd at my Appearance; but all to no Purpoſe. When 
I leave him, he 1s the ſame Man again : But I have laid a 
Scheme to force the very Entrenchments of his Folly, and 
reclaim him, if poſſible. Come, Sir. LExeunt. 


SCENE changes to Floridor's Chamber. 


Floridor is diſcover d fating in a penſiuve Poſture, his Table 


cover d with Plays, Novels, and Love-Letters. 


Flor. How like a defeated General am I? With diſcon- 
folate Eyes he views the fatal Field, ſad Sepulchre of all 
his ſmiling Hopes! There, every Thing reminds him of 
his fall'n Glory. Even ſo, theſe ſcatter d Copies, of un- 
ſucceſsful Letters, Poems, Billets-doux, ſerve but to renew 
my Pain. [Riſe;] Or the Lady, I have courted, is a 
moſt conſummate Jilt ; my Friend, an arrant Knave; or 
my Conduct has been ſome Way faulty. But, where» 
fore be dejected at this Diſappointment? ſince the beſt 
laid Schemes may be blaſted by the malignant Influence of 
envious Stars. 

As greateſt Men unfortunate may prove, 

Pompey, Pharſalia loſt ; - and 1, my Love. 


Enter Flouriſh. 


Hor. Withdraw — I did not call. I don't want you. 
Flour. But I want, Sir. , 
Flor, What do you want ? 

B 2 Flow. 
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Flour. An immediate Diſcharge from your very witty, 


but moſt unprofitable Service. 


Fly. Raical! 

Flour. Sir. 

Flr. I am in no humour for fooling now. 

Flour. Nor I for Starving. 

Fbr. What wou'd the Fellow be at? 

Fleur. Means to live, Sir. 

Hor. Natural Effect of being too free with our Servants, 

Flour. Why, Sir, you forget that nothing but the turning 
down of the Wheel of that Whore Fortune, cou'd have 
made me, derogatory from my Parentage, and Education, 
condeſcend to be your Servant. 

Hor. Impudent Varlet! 

Hleur. But, as one Misfortune never comes unattended, 
your late Diſappointment has rum'd us — I have ſworn the 
whole Ca e of Oaths to your Creditors, that you were 
to be marry'd laſt Night to an Heireſs, and wou'd this 
Day pay off all Demands — They are apprized of the 
Baulk ; and roar like hungry Lions. — The whole Cry is 
after me as I walk the Street — the neighbouring Servants, 
jealous of my Reputation as a Wit, and triumphing over my 
thread-bare Apparel, aſk, with a Sneer, Maſter Flouriſb, is 
that the Wedding Suit your Maſter has given you — As I 
paſs d- along, juſt now, an impudent Wench ſaid, tittering, 
to her Companion, Pray, is not that Maſter Flouriſb a 
Sweetheart of yours. — He, the ragged Scoundrel, replies 
the angry Baggage. — Sdeath, Sir, Fleſh and Blood can't 
bear what I go. thro? for your Sake. 

Flor. Patience, Patience. 

Hur. Did any one ever chew Patience, digeſt Patience, 
or was nouriſh'd by Patience ? 

Fhr. It is bad with you, it ſeems. 

Flour. Bad Sir! it can't be worſe; for beſides periſhing 
within, the Elements moſt unmercifully pelt me without. — 
Sir, I have Things to ſay would melt a Heart of Stone. 

[Weeps. 

Hor. Ceaſe your exaggerated Stuff; — here — I know 

what you would be at, 


Flour. 


7 
E 
1 
K 
* 
4 
1 
- 
7 
. 


4 
+. 

£43 
Wk 
”—_ 


— 
2 


0 


r a a © of 


The Ladies Doctor. 17 
bur. (aſide) Half a Guinea: — This will ſerve to pay 


the Parſon who is to marry me To- night. 


Flor. Flouriſh. 
Flour. Sir. | | 

Flor. Look out; is not that Mrs. Topknot, my chief 
Creditor ? 

Flour. The 1dentical ſhe. 

Flor. Shall I ſee her? 

Flour. By all Means — for it wou'd make Things have 
a worſe Aipet, ſhou'd you be deny'd; and ſhe has a 
Tongue wou'd alarm the Neighbourhood. — Pl] withdraw; 
ſhe knows not that I live with you; and, twixt her and me, 
there is a Secret in the myſterious Womb of Time. — 80—1 
have wound him up, and got what I wanted. — Thus Mi- 
niſters of State are oft led by their Servants, when Men of 
Capacity, and Parts, as I am. [ Exit. 

[Knocking at the Door. 

Flor. Who's there ? 

Topk, A Friend. 

Flr. Come 1n. 


Enter Topknot. 


Flor. Good Morrow, my dear Milliner, I muſt kiſs you, 
though I can't pay you the Bill I deſired you to bring. My 
little Frigate that ſtrove, this Fortnight paſt, to double the 
Cape of Good-Heope, has unfortunately ſplit on the Rock of 
Dilappointment, You muſt arm yourſelf with a little 
Chriſuan Patience, till the Wind blows favourable from 
my Friends in the Country. 

Tepk. 1 aſſure you, Sir, you quite miſtake my Buſineſs. 
How capricious 1s Deſtiny ? that ſome. People ſhou'd be 
happy, and know nothing of it. It will ſoon be in your 
Power to pay all your Debts, and lend Hundreds to 
wanting Friends. 

Flor. What can'ſt thou mean by theſe myſterious 
Words? 

Topk. That you are a happy Man, and do not know it. 

Fhr. How ſo, ſweet Soul; let me know it, I conjure 
you. 


1 ſs Topł. 
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 Toph. And ſhall I? but I won't now. = — — 

Flor. Egad if you don't, Il ſtifle you with Kiſſes. 

Topk. O Lord, Sir, you have fo ſqueezed me, the Secret 
muſt out. Well then, as I was this Morning at a young 
Lady's, whom I have the good Fortune to be employ'd by, 
ſhe order'd I ſhould be call'd up to her Chamber, where I 
bad no ſooner enter'd, and curtſy'd, but — ah! Mrs. Top- 
Rnot, ſaid ſhe, in a languiſhing Tone, then ſunk on a Sopha, 


I, aff Night, at the New Gardens, ſaw your Brother, and, 


with him, a moſt lovely Youth. 

r. By all the Gods, 'twas I. 
Topk. I know it was; why do you interrupt me? 
Flor. Go on, my dear Topknot ; go on. 


Topk. After a long Pauſe, repeated Sighs, and Bluſhes, * 


ihe, in a kind of Rapture, ſaid, Heavens, what a 
roms Carriage! genteel Shape! bewitching Mien! Sure 
owers ſpring where &er he treads. 
He ſtands a Hero, and he moves a God! 
Flor. He ſtands a Hero, and he moves a God! 


Charming! Excellent! Dear Goddeſs, I embrace thee in 


Idea for the pretty Expreſſion. — But ſaid you aught to 
her in my Behalf ? 
Topk. Yes, yes; for, finding that I knew you, ſhe made 
a ſtrict Enquiry about your Family, Fortune, and Profeſ- 
fion. I anſwer'd, that you were well-born, a Gentleman 
of a pretty Eſtate in the Country, and that you are come 
up to Town, to inform yourſelf of the fundamental Laws 
of the Kingdom, by way of Amuſement, and to be of 
Service to your ee. in Parliament; but not in any view 
of making it a Livelyhood. | 
Hor. I muſt own you have ſpoken ſomewhat to the Pur- 
pole ; but,-upon my Soul, you might have ſaid a great 


deal more, without wage your Judgment, ſtraining 
eaſt, 


Truth, or adding, in the to my real Merit, But 
what Reply did ſhe make? Dear Topknot, can I ſee her? 
Topk. Hold, ſweet Sir, not fo faſt ; don't think ſhe is 
hke your ſoft ignorant Country Ladies, who, taken with the 
firſt gaudy Butterfly they ſee, pack up their all, run to the 
next obliging Parſon, and marry in a hurry, to repent all 
their Lives: No, no; ſhe is @ young Lady of a * 
13 * 
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| Way of Thinking. As the is an Heireſs, and Miſtreſs of 


+> fifteen thouſand Pounds, good Money, as wo the King- 
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dom, ſhe is reſolved never to be lured into 
2 8 Outſide, *till ſhe know the inſide Furniture; 
0 


to the 
> declares you to be the Object of her Love, and deſtined 


Lord. 


atrimony by 
and, therefore, deſires, e er you ſee her, to have a Speci- 


men of 9 Wit, and Senſe, in a Letter, which, if equal 
eauty of your Perſon, ſhe thinks you all divine, 


Flor. If ſhe be thereabout, I believe we can touch her 


Fancy. I always carry about me a Collection of Letters, 


ready written, and adapted to all Female Occurrences ; fo, 
1 thall give you no longer Delay than to write the Super- 
ſcription, and ſeal it. | . 
Topk. (aſide) Now, while I lend my Aid to Mr. Tyue- 
wit, if I can bring my double Plot to bear, *twill be doing 
Buſineſs, indeed. But Time will ſhew all. ; 
Flor. Dear Topknet, here is the Letter; haſte, and 
roſper. [Exit Topknot. 


ow for a Roaſt on Nouriſb. —Within there — Flouriſh. 
Enter Flouriſh. 


Flozr. Do you want me, Sir? 

Flor. Ves; to give you an immediate Diſcharge from 
my very witty, but moſt unprofitable Service. 

Flour. What the Devil can this mean? ( afiae) Has your 
Creditor, Mrs. Topknot, brought Things ſo tragically low, 
that you are no longer able to keep me; or are you Jocu- 
tarly * the Tables on your humble Servant? 

Flor. I have learn'd from Mrs. Topknot, whom, as ſhe 
has made no Demand, I have not the leaſt room to doubt, 
that I ſtand well in the Eyes of a young Lady of fitteen 


thouſand Pounds Fortune. — She is gone to her with the 


Preliminaries. 
Flour. And do you think, Sir, I cou'd have the Con- 


ſcience to abandon you to yourſelf, and leave you in fo 


critical a JunCture. 
Flor. Thank your late infolent Behaviour. 


Flour. Lord! Sir, I thought you knew me better. I 
was 
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was only tuning you up a little, to touch, Sir, to touch. I 
was only making Uſe of the celebrated Practice of ſome of 
our eminent Coftee-houſe. Smarts; an Art, Sir, uſurp'd, by 
. them, from us Gentlemen of the Cloth, and known by the 
Name of Hum-bugging, | 

Flor. You mult leave me. 

Flour, I neither can, nor will. 

Flor. No | 

Flour. No! — After I have weather'd out the Storm with 
you, do you think I will ungratefully quit * in the Calm. 
— My Soul, too noble for my Station, abhors ſuch unge- 
nerous Proceeding. | 

Flor. Theſe fifteen thouſand Pounds have begot, in you, 
a ſudden Tide of Affection for me. 

Fleur. Damn Money, Sir; you know I always deſpiſed 
it; and that there is an invincible Antipathy ſubſiſting be- 
twixt it and me. 

Flor. Well, Flouriſb, fifteen thouſand Pounds? 

Flour. Ay, Maſter, fifteen thouſand Pounds ! 

Flor. Have they not fifteen thouſand Graces ? 

Flour. Fifteen Million. 

Flor. What will become of thee, my poor Fellow ? 

Flour. Seeing, Sir, you are ſhortly to triumph in a firſt 
Rate of Fortune, I muſt inform you, that I am plying 
about a ſmall Pinnace, in which I'll fail Attendance after 
you. — Thus (by way of Compariſon,) two Rivers, the 
one having got the Start of the other, as you of me, Sir, 
ſtill flow, and, flowing, keep their Diſtance. 

Flor. Why, Flouriſh, you are witty. 

Flour. How can I be otherwiſe, Sir, having had the Ho- 
nour of being ſo long your Servant. 
Flor. Spare me, good Mr. Flouriſh. 

Flour, Why, Sir, I ſay, and am ready to ſwear, that 
there are not, in Europe, ſuch a Maſter and Man, as your 
Honour, and my Unworthineſs. 

Flor. But who come yonder ? 

Four. Mr. Truewit, and a young Gentleman I have never 
ſeen before. Shall I admit them, Sir? | 
_ Flor. By all Means; and get my neateſt Suit ready for 
me to dreſs in againſt Topknoy's Return. 
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Flour. Yes, Sir: But I muſt beg one Favour from you; 
which is, that you indulge myAbſence from you this Aſter- 
noon, and be attended by your Page — as I am to viſit this 
Evening, and, perhaps, wed my Flame. 
Flor. Agreed. | | | 
Flour. Ah, Maſter ! - — Sweet fifteen thouſand Pounds. 
[ Exit. 
Flor. If any Thing could add to the Joy of getting this 
conſiderable Fortune, it is that of ſtopping Truewit's un- 
merciful Tongue, who, apprized of my late Diſappoint- 
ment, now comes to diſgorge his Stomach with a whole 
Hour's Railing. | 


Enter Truewit, and Thinkwell. 


Tra. So, Horidor 

Flor. So, Truewit. — I believe a fifteen thouſand Pound 
Man may ipeak as laconic as another. LAſiue. 

Tru. Why, you are in high Spirits, it ſeems. I thought 
to find you ſomewhat dejected, after what has happen d. 

Flor. That is juſt your Miſtake, Sir. 

Tru. I ſuppoſe then you have ſprung ſome new Game. 

Flor. Good Sportſmen never want Game: 

Tru. Come, let us drop the Argument. Here is a young 
Gentleman I wou'd introduce to you. 

Flor, A nouveau arrive, I ſuppoſe, Mr. Tracwit. Sir, 

OUT moſt ; 

Dink. Sir, nothing cou'd fo eſſentially add to the many 
Obligations I am under to Mr. Trzewit, as the ſingular 
Favour of introducing me to a Gentleman of fo ſhining 
Parts, and eminent a Character. | 

Flor. Hum; a pretty fellow, faith; and fit for Prefer- 
ment. Mr. Tyuewir, with your Leave, I wou'd "ſpeak 
aſide with this Gentleman. Sir, you have all the Re- 
quiſites to make a Fortune; but you are in damn'd bad 
Company, _ my Soul. You are with a Man who talks 
of _— ut Study, Senſe, Learning, good Conduct, 


regular Lite, and many other Abſurdities. — Why, Sir, 
wou'd you believe that I have ofter'd to get him a m_ 
wit 
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with four hundred a Year, which he ſtoically refuſed. He 
is a very weak Man, that's beyond all Doubt. What | 
ſay is not out of Malice; no, damn me, if it be. Sir, as 
I ſtudy the Intereſt of Mankind, but, r that of 
all young Gentlemen of Merit, if you 
at Heart, and will but follow the Plan of Life PII lay 
down to you, who, ſave Heaven, can tell to what a 
Heighth your Fortune may riſe. Now, by the by, 
what wou'd you think of a pretty young Lady for Bed- 
fellow, with a Trifle of ten thouſand Pounds, or ſo? 
- Thinkw. Sir, I think nothing at all about it. When I 
heve ſerved an Apprenticeſhip to good Senſe, and Study, 
that I may, thereby, become a worthy Member of Society, 
then I may, perhaps, think of ſetting up for myſelf. | 
Flor. (afide) If ſo philoſophically bent already, I give 
= over to Poverty and Rags, and rank you both in the 
umber of Incurables. — A couple of ſad Dogs, as I live. 


— Gentlemen, excuſe me for a Moment, I'll only ſtep out 


to diſpatch a Porter with a Letter of Conſequence ; ſo, 
ſans Aaieu. [Exit Floridor. 
Truew. A moſt lucky Hit! no truer Glaſs to pry into a 
Man's Character, than his Library. | 
Thinkw. Come, let us run it over. 

{They open his Book-Caſe, in which are diſcover d all 
the famous Romances ; the Top adorn'd with a 

painted Cupid, flaming Hearts, &c. 
Truew, What a oo of Rubbiſh is here ! his Book- 


Caſe, a juſt Image of his Head, is full of Romance, and 


Cobweb. — His Brain is as much Worn-eaten by Folly, 
as his Books by their native Vermin. | 
Thinkw. Caſſandra, Pharamond, Cleopatra, and all the 


other voluminous, and formidable Devourers of the Ladies 


Time. | | 
Truew. And ſeducive Soft ners of their rigid Virtue. But 
hark! he comes. 


Re-enter Floridor- 


Flor. Nay, Gentlemen, I pray, you may'nt baulk your 
. Fancy. 


% 


ave your Welfare 
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Fancy. There is nothing in that Collection, but what, I 
1 think, are Proofs of a moſt exquiſite 'Taſte. — But you 
as have not ſeen all; you have ſeen but the brute Quarry. I - 
of oy « the poliſt'd Diamond in my Pocket. An Epitome of 
t 


re all that's witty and florid, and entirely of my own beget- 

ay ting: A * * of Love: letters, adapted to all Fe- 

a male States, from fourſcore and nine, excluſive, down to 

y, TT thirteen, incluſive. — Sirs, if you wou'd but honour me 

}- Vith a Moment's Patience, I'll read you two or three, to 
give you a faint Idea of the whole. 

1  @%ruew. and Thinkw Sir, we are all Attention. 

„ Vir. (Opening his Letter-Caſe) Gentlemen, the firſt that 

„ ollers itſelt js to a beautiful young Lady, juſt fit for Prefer- 
ment, the Thoughts are couch'd in Emgliſh Iambics, alias 

e blank Verſe. 

e 


If, at your Riſe, ſo charming you appear, 
What mayn't we hope from your Meridian Heighth ? 
In a ſweet Contraſt to your Jetty Locks, 

* Your Forehead white as Alabaſter ſhews. 

Beneath the fringed Shade of well-turn'd Brows, 
Two radiant Suns {hoot forth attractive Rays: 

Your ruby Lips, and ſweetly bluſhing Cheeks, 

Are like the Morning Roſe, the Dew juſt fall'n 
Your nice ranged Teeth outſhine the Silver Stars: 
But, on your Breaſt, two ſnowy Orbs are placed, 
Which, Fove would quit his azure Heav'n, to touch: 
With ſuch a ſoft Subſiliency they riſe, 

My panting Heart beats Meaſure as they move. 


Does it not warm you, dear Rogues? 


Your nether Limbs, in every Part compleat, 
Strongly expreſs the Symmetry of Art. 

Heav'n's darling Maſter-piece from Head to Foot, 
You're more than Man can think, or I can utter. 


* Truew. [Aſide to Thinkw.) What an apt Speech for a 
Hero to his Heroine, in one of our qualmiſh Love-Trage- 
dies. How is a clear Conception, and florid Imagination, 


here turn'd to nothing, which, if conducted in the — | 
ach, 
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Path, wou'd render their Poſſeſſor amiable, to all learn dd 


and thinking Men. 

Fler. Now theſe ſelfiſh Fellows, ſwallow my Excellence 
behind my Back, and aflect not to ſhew me the leaſt Mark 
of Approbation. What an ill-natured World do we 
live in? 

As nought tormenteth Owls, like hated Light; 

Nought, envious Mortals plagues, like ſprightly Wit, 

When from another Hand. 

But, Pll be even with them. I am reſolved to murder 
them with Beauties. Come, Gentlemen, now for the fol- 
lowing, which, tho' in a diflerent Style, has its Merit, as 
well as the foregoing. ; 


To a Widow, in poetic Proſe. 


Why thus indulge perpetual Grief. We are made to en- 
Joy the living, not to weep the dead. Bright Sol, a * 
while, for Phaeton lamented, withdrew his Rays, and 

lunged the World inDarkneſs, and in Fears. But, won 
by Jode, to fave deſpairing Mankind, willing reſumed 
the Chariot of the Sun. If, by your mourning 
Weeds, you think to abate your Charms, you but 
enhance their Luſtre. Athwart the ſable Veil, your 
3 ew, like Phebus beaming thro' a vernal 
d. 


There's Paint, there's Imagery; there's a Line worth all 
my Brother Poets Works. |; 


— Like Phebus beaming thro a vernal Cloud! 


Think. to True. That a Man can be ſo ingeniouſly 
ridiculous ! 

Flor. How they fret! 'tis Poiſon and Daggers to them. 

* Spite, by the Gods, proud Spite and burning Envy. 
But, if their Taciturnity proceed from Incapacity, why ſliou'd 
The any more angry at their not perceiving my Beauties, than 
with a Man born blind, becauſe he has no Idea of Colours. — 
But 


£ 
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But I'll give them a finiſhing Blow. Now, Gentlemen, for 
a Specimen of my Wit in Miniature. F 


To an obdurate Fair, in the ſoft Lilliputian. 


Do you mark the Beauty of ſoft, oppoled to obaurate ; 
that's what we call in Greek, Anticheſes. 

' Truew. and Think. We conceive you, Sir. 
For. Well, now far it. 
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4 Dear, m Dove, 


My 2 7 ve, 
While us 

I die — Ma 
Wild with Deſpair, 

I rend my Hair, 


Tyre. Your Pardon Sir, I think you wear a Wig. 
; Flor. I wiſh you wore a Head. — Wear a Wig, Sir? — 
Is it then poſſible that a Gentleman, of your Years, 
Can be ſo ignorant of what we Men of Wit call Poetical 
Licence? | 
True. I cry you Mercy, Sir. | 

: Flor. For God's Sake, Sir, no more Interruptions. You 

baue ſo confounded me, I muſt begin again. Hem, hem. 


My Dear, _— 
= eart, my Love, 
4 While thus you fly, 
1 die — — I die. 
Wild with Deſpair, 
I rend my Hair. 
I'm Mad, I rave, 
I'll dig a Grave. 
Ah! change your Mind, 
Be not unkind, 
Nor rack with Woe 
Your Lover, O! 


True. There is no bearing againſt this Spring- Tide of 
elegant Impertinence. | 
C Think, 
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Think. Let's yield to the Torrent, and away. 
[Exeunt laughing. 
Flor. [looking after them.) Why, do you think I can't 
- h as well as you, Ha, ha, ha! — Now, I'm a Fool, 
Blockhead, an ugly Fellow : "The Ladies don't like me. 
How ood Things are loſt on ſome Men! God help them, 
poor Creatures! how limited is the Sphere of their Under- 


ſtanding ! 


Thus, at us Wits, wou'd laugh each _— 


But, *tis no Fault of mine, it they are [ Exit. 
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ACT II 


SCENE, Floridor's Chamber, 


Enter Floridor. 


FLORIDOR. 


OW I am dreſs'd, and ready to obey a Summons 
from the Court of Love. But, here comes my 
better Genius, Mrs. Teptuot. She is a Woman of fine 
Parts, and has had an Education ſuperior to her pre- 
fent State. 


Enter Topk not. 


Topk. In your Behalf, Sir, Things go merrily. When 1 

deliver'd your Letter to the young Lady, ſhe view'd the 
Superſcription with a Kind of Admiration, her Eyes ſwim- 
ming in Joy. So great was her Extaſy, ſhe trembled as ſhe 
open'd it. She kiſs'd every Line. She ſigh'd, and read, 
and vow'd, there is not a Letter of your News: but what 
has Charms to melt a Woman's Eyes. 

Flor. Very pretty, Egad ; that's taken from Statira in 
Alexander, aptly, elegantly, apply'd. A Woman of 
Taſte for my Money; not one of your home-ſpun, houſhold, . 
drudging Things, who ſmell ſo ſtrong of the Kitchen, and 
Pantry, that, if a Gentleman come near them, he muſt 
have himſelf perfumed, ere he can venture into polite 
Company again. But, for me, a Lady that delights in 
Plays and Romances, and, when I come home, can give 
me an exact Account of all ſhe has read, and, with a pretty 
fver, liſping Accent, m_— my auditory Nerves ; or, 

loſt 


loſt in viſionary Scenes, fit lolling in a Grove to the ſweet 
Muſick of a purling Stream. — But, if I appear, 
She greets with Smiles, and beckons with a Nod, 
To me, her love'd, her dear, approaching God. 
Now turns ſhe from me, as I'd ſnatch a Kiſs, 
Impatient for the more tranſporting Bliſs. 
Rapture'd, I curl me to her yielding Charms, 
Like feather'd Fove in beauteous Leda's Arms. 
[Embracing Topknot. 
Topk. Lord, Sir, I am not the young Lady; you ſqueeze 
me to death. 
Flor. Excuſe me, dear Topknot, tis the Effect of a 
warm Imagination. | 
Topk. Warm, indeed. — Ah ! you pretty Gentlemen, 
- have the prevailing Knack to gain fond Woman's 
Fart. 
Fur. Why, as you ſay, I do poſſeſs the pleaſing Fa- 
culty. Has the ſent an Anſwer to my Letter? 
- Topk. O! Sir, ſhe knows better Things than to truſt her Re- 
putation in the Hands of a Perſon ſhe has never had the 
Pleafure to converſe with. But what is better, you are to 
meet her at Five this Evening, near the Ring, where ſhe'll 
walk diſguiſed in an old Green Silk Gown ; the Significant 
Mark, whereby you. are to acceſt her, is, ſhe'll favour you- 
with a Smile and Curt'ſy. 
Hur. Fly, my dear Advocate, and let her know, I'I 


punctually be there. — Go, my good Angel, go. (Kiſſes her. 


| | [Exit Topknot.. 
Gods ! what Pleaſure can equal that of having an Aſſigna- 
tion from the Lips of a young Lady. 
Dear magic Sounds that wou'd revive the Dead ! — 
Meet me this Evening near the Ring — at Five! — I go, 
J eo, I go. [ Exit; 


SCENE, a /iw of the Ring. 


Der Truewit, and Thinkwell, 


True. Now we approach the Ring. 
Think. The Situation is delighthi 


True. 
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True. How beautiful is yon ſpreading Plain, richly chec- 

quer'd with a gay Variety of rural Seats, ſkirted by cl. 
low's lofty Hills, and enhven'd by a Proſpect of our great 
Metropolis ! 
Think. Thrice happy Land! were its Inhabitants con- 
vinced of their own Happineſs, and wou'd encourage thoſe 
elegant Entertainments, prepared by native Hands, they, 
hunt after abroad with parricide Expence. 

True. Behold the generous Monument of that great 
Man, of whom, in glorious Oppoſition to Swiſe's tamed 
Line, 


T hate the Viceroy, but I love the Man, 
was unanimouſly ſaid, 
We, thro' the Man, the Viceroy love: 


Think. What Heart but gladdens at the laurell'd Name 
of STANHOPE ; revered in War, and on Parnaſſus loved, 
and now rules here, the favourite Efuence of the belt ot. 
Kings. | i; 

True. But, lo! yonder comes Flori dor. Shou'd he ſee 
us, twill mar what he is upon: We can ſafely lie hid 
among theſe Trees, and. be Spectators of the whole. 

| E xcunt.. 


Enter Floridor, his Page following him. 


Flor. Verdant Plain, and Trees uniting, 
Pleaſant Walks the Eye delighting, 
Allure the Lover's wand'ring Sight, 
And chear his Heart with calm Delight. 
; Hark ! how the Warblers in the Grove, 
Inſpire my willing Soul to Love. 


But, apropos. Let me ſee how ſtands the Symmetry cf 
my Features [ Draws out a Pocket Glaſs.) This commedious 
Kind of epitomized Mirrcur, may be juſtly call'd the Peas 
4 C3 Pecket- 


_ 
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Pocket ion, or itinerant Counſellor of the Graces: 


[Liens himſelf in ſeveral Attitudes] Go, go, you diſagree- 


able, ſhocking Rogue — I can't endure you. — She'}| not 
diſſolve at Sight of you, like dewy Miſts before the riſing. 
Sun: — No, not ſhe. — My preſent romantic Situation in- 
_ me to make a poetical Alluſion to one of Ovid's: 


Thus, the fame'd Cæphalus, in ſhady Grove, 
He by the Chace, I led by ardent Love, 
To the {ſweet Murmur of the Water's Fall, 
In ſoft Complainings, did for Aura call. 
So I, fond Strephon, in this lovely Shade, 
Seek an unknown — but not aerial Maid: 


Prettily imagin d, and as beautifully hit off. Well, Poe- 
try is the Soul of Intrigue, My Friends flatter me great- 
ly, or, in ſome Things, I equal Pope. — And, in the 
amorous Way, few can match me, that's pos. — 4 ls 
Decouverte, Boy — See, can you make a green Flag ſail- 
ing this Way ? 

Page. No, Sir. | 

Flor. Come hither. — How do I look, Sirrah ? 

Page. Like young Adonis in the Picture, Sir. 

Hur. Well anſwer'd, Puppy. — Did the Ladies eye 
me as I came out of Town ? 

Page. O! moſt wickedly, Sir: 

Flor. Dear enamour'd Wretches-! Wou'd, from my 
Soul, I cou'd make them all happy: But, that's impoſſible; 
unleſs, by dividing, I cou'd multiply my Exiſtence. 
So true it is, my dear Fhridor, were all the Fibres of this 
precious Body ſpun out into ſo many Men, each Individual 
wou'd be run away with by a Woman of Quality, | Zooks- 
anxiofly around. | What, no green Goddeſs, no Diana 
yet appears. Get you home fo the Lodgings, and pre- 


pare every Thing for my Return. i Page. 
Flor. ſoles. Some unexpected Tea-drinking Company, 
er Party at Piquet detains her. 


Enter 
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Enter Pencil. 


Flor. Dear Mr. Pencil, thou excellent in the Art of 
Painting, how is it? 

Penc. Exceeding well, Sir: —— But, when ſhall I call 
to your Lodgings to finiſh your Picture? or, rather, when 
will you be in a right Humour? The laſt Time you fat 
was obliged to break off abruptly, you fell into ſo ſudden 
a Melancholy. To have drawn you in that penſive and 
dejected Haviour of Viſage, wowd- put you in Abhorrence 
with yourſelf ever after. | 

Flor. True it is. At that Time my Face had not 
what the French call, Un air tort a ait degage. Sir, 1 
was then ruminating on an Epitaph for a certain Noble- 
man lately deceaſed. His Lady requeſted ; I cou'd not re- 
fuſe. And; in. ſincere Truth, entre nous, my View, in 
compl ing, was, by. praiſing the departed ' Huſband, to 
gain the Widow's Affections. And, you very well know, 
that nothing dejects a pretty Face more than Thoughts on 
Death, Tomb-ſtones. Beſides, Horace ſays, to treat 
any Subject with Succeſs, . we ſhou'd conform ourſelves en- 
tirely to it. 


ingit enim natura prius nos intus ad onmem 
Fortunarum habitum. 


But, were there a young agreeable Female preſent, ſhe 
might keep me abſtracted from Thought, and thereby ren- 
der me more correſponding to your Pencil, and Colours. 

Pene. What wou'd you think of Miſs Ramble ? 

Flor. None better, egad. She has lively Sallies of 
Wit, which, with her dimpled Cheek, pleaſing Simper, 
and alternate Motion of her Fan, may create a rom 2 
Countenance in me, and, if poſſible, for ſome Moments, 
keep me in an uninterrupted Harmony of Soul and Body. 

Penc. When ſhall I appoint her to come? | 

Flor. This Evening, without fail. — As it is the laſt 
Tune of going over, wou'd it were done, that I may ſend 

if 
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it To-morrow to a Lady of Diſtinction, that, when abſent, 
it may keep alive in her the Idea of my —not ugly 
Perſon. \ | 
©  Penc. PII go directly. | 

Flor. I muff alſo beg the Favour of you to ſpeak to ſome 
top Coachmaker of your Acquaimtance, to come to me. I 
am to be marry'd, you Dog, to a Fortune. And, ye 
Gods! what is a Man without a Coach. 


| Dear gilded Palace, in which Beauty rides 
With Velvet Dome, and half tranſparent Sides! 


- Penc. I can diſpatch that Commiſſion in my way to Miſs 
Ramble's. [Exit Pencil. 


[ Lady masR'd, in a green Gown, appears at a 
diſtance, and advances.. 


Flor. But what new Object ſtrikes my Eye? is it not the 
Queen of all my Hopes? By every Circumſtance tis ſhe. 
— The Maſk, unmention'd by Mrs. Topknot, is an amo- 
rous Device to hear me ſpeak ere ſhe confeſs her Love. — 
If fo, up Heart, and reconnoitre the Enemy. | Halks af- 
1 by her.) I believe my Perſon's not diſpleaſing to 

r Eye; and, as for Vit, that's mine by Excellence. — 
| Gods! how ſtedfaſtly ſhe looks at me, and as ſhe looks, the 
delicious Poiſon drinks. — But what delays the fignal 
Smile, and Curt ſy? The natural Timidity of the CS 
Reluctant Modeſty whets our Appetite, and ſues for gentle 
Force — as Hero of the Piece, tis mine to-begin. — Why, 
beauteous Maid, condemn. to monſtrous Night yon Hemi- 
ſphere of Love? -cruel Eclipſe! thrice happy Maſk to em- 
brace that Face, for which the Gods would ſtrive. — Ha! 
ſhe ſighs already. | Hide] Victoria ! another Volley, and the 
Erize is mine, | Anee/s| Bright Goddeſs, deign to caſt your 
Eyes down on a ſuppliant Swain, whoſe total Happineſs. 
depends on you. Here will L dwell on this ſoft ſnowy 


Hand, and through it breathe my Soul, that it may whiſper 
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unto thine, the Pangs I feel, ſurpaſſing far what tragic Au- 
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thors paint. — O! let me hear the enchanting Muſic of your 
Ton * baſk me in your mid-day Sun of Charms. 
O! „ unſhade the ſparkling Windows. of your Mind, 


That J may ſee myſelf in your fair Eyes, 
In . and contracted Beauty, riſe. 


Well, without Vanity, thou art the Tongue of Tongues. [ {fide} 
FRiſes] What, not a Word? Inhuman Obſtinacy ! — or is it 
rather an approving Silence to invite me on? It muſt be 
ſo. — What Virgin Baſhfulneſs ſeems to refuſe, by tender 
Violence to ſeize, Cupid commands, and Venus ſmiles Con- 
ſent. — Bright Deities, I obey your Will. [ After a Struggle, 
Floridor pulls the Mak off, and hboks at Tom with amix'd 
Air of Aftoniſhment and {ndignation. | Hell, Fire, and Brim- 
ſtone, Truemit's Man ! [draws his Smard.] Raſcal, Villain, 
this Moment is thy laſt. | 

Tom. Help, Ho,. Murder, Murder: 


Enter Truewit, and Thinkwell, their Swords drawn. 


True, Stop thy heroic Wrath, good Fleri dor. 

Think. What, would'ſt make a Tragi-Comedy, Love, 
and Revenge? 

Flr. Thunder and Amazement! Teuewit, Thinkwell J 
their Preſence to me, at this juncture, is as welcome as 
wy laſt Morning's Dawn, to Criminals condemn'd 
to die. 

True. To draw you from your preſent: Aſtoniſhment, 
learn the Explication of this Riddle. As I have greatly at 
Heart the Inſtruction of Thinkwel,, to give him a juſt Ab- 
horrence for the Inamorato Set, and to proeure us, at the 
ſame Time, a diverting Scene, Forder d my Man Tom to 
diſguiſe himſelf in this Apparel, to- allure ſome of the 
roving 2 — You have his Maidenhead, Sir; and, from 
my Soul, I thank you for the Comic Rencontre. — Floridor, 
Eoridor, this ſhou'd ope thy Eyes. ¶Zxeunt laughing. 


Tan. 
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* Tom, Will you look at yourſelf, in my Eyes, Sir? 

| Runs off. 
Flor. Audacious Puppy! — Was ever ſo much Eloquence 
laid out to fo little Purpoſe? Now, who, in the Devil's 
Name, cou'd have foreſeen fo imnatural an Incident ? but 
we Lovers are born for uncommon Adventures. — What, 
in the Name of Wonder, can be meant by the real Lady's 
not —_— Sure, if any Accident had happen'd, T op- 
Rnot wou'd have been here ere now, to let me know it. 
— But, here ſhe comes, ; 


. Enter Topknot. 


Topk. O Lord! Sir, I am ſcared out of my Wits to ſee 
a naked Sword, There is no Blood ſpill'd, I _ 

Hur. No, tis nothing but an impudent Raſcal who has 
made free with me. But I have ſo chaſtized his Temerity 
with an egregious kicking, and repeated Strokes on the 
Back with my Sword, that, Pm ſure, he'll never hazard 
the like Impertinence 2gain. — But to our Affair. 

Topk. O God! Sir, Im but a poor weak Woman, and, 
from my Infancy, my Heart has always been in a fluttermg 
Fit, whenever I have ſeen any Gentleman's Weapon drawn. 
Pray, put it in, ſweet Sir. [Floridor ſheaths his Sword] In 
regard to the young Lady, a moſt unlucky Incident has 
bappen'd : The Moment the intended to fally out, to her 
Aﬀpnaticn, a Set of her Acquamtance popp'd in on her, 
ſaid they came to drink Tea, and after, to have theFavour of 
her Company to the New Gardens. To the former Ar- 
ticle, Politeneſs obliged her to conſent ; but, from the lat- 
ter, ſhe pray'd to be excuſed, not being very well, as ſhe 
inſinuated. - 

Fir. A moſt unfortunate Affair, indeed. 

Topk. I was immediately ſent for; ſhe bid me haſte hi- 
ther, and tell you what has happer'd. 

For. Well, what's to be done? 

Tepk. Why, the Moment they depart, ſhe- is to diſpatch 

one of her Emiſſaries to me, who am to conduct you ſe- 


cretly, thro a back Door, to her Preſence, where 7 75 4 
72 


- 


Tete you are to conſult on the Articles of your future Hap- 
off. pineſs. 

nce Flr. I begin to come to myſelt, The Reparation is 
„ils much more pleaſing, than the Baulk was mortifying. 


at, To wait your coming, homeward I repair, 

y's Then out again, to to ſeek my flying Fair. 

op- [ Exeunt. 
A yo 


ACT 
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Seng B= Bess d. Se Se Bes 
A T M. 


SCENE, the Stree. 


Enter Truewit, and Tom. 


TRvtewtrT. 


b fs M, thou haſt Ned thy Part excellently well. 

8 Play, n Sy 
never ſo frightne'd in Life. F my Hear 
even now, j like * / Once 9 9 fal 
from this Bout of Gallantry, may I be damm d eder I be- 
petticoat mylelf again. TRI NS 

True: That ſame Under-(theme, I ach nat apprized of, 
is on Foot, I am convinced, by the buy N 
which appeas in Flerider's Countenance. Te is ſo elate 
with whatever it is, that be could ſcame afford me a half 
Salute as he quitted In parting, they ſeem'd mu- 
tually ſatisfy d with each other, and ſhe, induſtriouſly ſhunn'd 
me. Wou'd, from my Soul, I cou'd know what _ are 
upon! My Mind miſgives me I — Tom, fly to 
T hinkwelPs Lodgings, and leave Word for him to meet 
me at Lucas's Coftee-houſe ; whither come for your 
Inſtructions. 

Tom. No Petticoat Expedition, I hope, Sir. Exeunt. 


SCENE changer to Floridor's Lodgings. 


Flor. No blooming Brige with more Impatience pants for 
the Bridegroom's wiſh'd Approach, than 1 for the Rotern 
of Topknos. — Perhaps, my poor enamour d Lady is now 
conſulting in what Manner ſhe ſhall receive me. Whether 
with the Pomp of Dreſs ſurprize, or ſoften me in a ſtudied 

| Deſbabi le, 


Sr DE 


ſom half unveil d. 


beg their Votes for me, againſt 
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negligent lllin in a great Chair. Her Bo- 
ow, perhaps, turns ſhe over ſome 
favourite Romance, to cull out a choice Phraſe for our Meet- 
ing. But how happy ſoever it may be, I am ſure my 
Poetic Compliment will ſurpaſs it : — What a lucky Dog 
am I? Tbe very eldeſt born of Fortune. At my Birth, 
the Stars ſhone with unuſual Brightneſs. To celebrate my 
Arrival into the World, Sol, Telus, and Luna, danced the 
Hayes, Happy is that 'Part of the Atmoſphere that clips 
me round. — Ha, ha, ha! — where is Truewit now, with 
his dry Jeſts? How they'll all turn on himlelf. He'll cer- 
tainly die with En ut, God forgive him, for I do, 
from the Bottom my. Heart. This:Night will I write 
to acquaint my Friends in the aunt te 2 my Succeſs, and 
& next Vacancy in 


Deſbabi lle, 


Parliament. 
| | Enter Topknot. 


Art thou then come, my better Genius, to guide me to my 
Paradiſe of Love? Say, is the Coaſt clear? By what 
happy Signal are you to > gain Admittance, and conduct me 
privately to my Lady's C 1 4 ? Speak, ſpeak, good Top- 
knot, and eaſe my longi 

Tal. Come, ollow — — "No Words, —— All your 
Prudence 1s requiſite. 

For. Never fear; I am Diſcretion's Self. 

Topk. As we proceed, Pll give you ſuch Directions, that 
you can't miſs the Back-Door, which is to lie half 
tor your ſecret Admittance. I muſt on a little before, to 
prepare her for your Reception. 

Flor. By all means — beat the Alarm Drum, and let her 
know, the ugly, the ſtupid Floridor is coming. | Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to the Street. 


Topknot, and Floridor, croſ the Stage, at 4 Di france 
ſrom each ther. 


Topk. Pray Heaven my Plot may ſucceed. [ Exe. 
a+ Flor. 
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Filer. O! how I pant to ſee my fair one's Charms ! 
Time lend your Wings to waſt me to her Arms. 
| | Exit. 


Zuter Tom after them. 


Tom So, there they go; warm is the Seent : Limbs 
bear me after them; then let my natural Sagacity, to diſ- 


cover an Intrige, fail me, if it can; [Extt. 
SCENE changes to Juffice Motoſe's Antichamber. 
Enter Floridor. 


Flor. H an empty Room; no body to receive 
me. What de Der can this mean? = ho! 'tis to 
give me a Longing, I ſuppoſe. — Very well. — But, 
oft. — I hear Female Voices in the next Room. — The 
have told her, to be ſure, that I am come. She, ſweet Soul, 
is in a fad taking. — In what a hurly burly is her poor little 
fluttering Heart! — how is it alternately rais'd, and de- 
preſs d, by flattering Hope, and diſcouraging Fear ! — I 
muſt have Patience till the recruit Strength enough to be 
able to withſtand me. — How the Silks ruſtle! — Slap go 
the Drawers. — Ay, ay, my Dear, chooſe the neateſt 
Gown ; put on all the Artillery of Beauty — but don't 
keep me too long, for I ſhall grow angry, and be re- 
venged on you, by going away. — The Door opens. — She 
comes. 


Enter Miſs Moroſe. 


Heavens ! what an angelic Form! Beauty has Charms, 
and I have Eyes. 

Miſs Mor. O Lord! a Beau in the Room! Pray, Sir, 
how came you in ? . 
Fur Through the Door, Miſs. 

Miſs Mor. What, did you find it open, Sir? 


For. 
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; — Yes, Miſs ; and according to your Directions, I 


Pole. | 

Miſs Mor. Hum — gay Impudenee is the Lace of Gal- 
lantry. But what do you want, Sir? 

Flor. I want yon, Miſs. No, I miſtake, you want me. 
Miſs Mer. How want, Sir, what I never knew? 
Flor. Upon my Soul, a Girl of Spirit, and plays her 

Part well. — You don't know me you have never ſeen 

me at the New Gardens — you deteſt me. — Topknvt is not 

there within to ſee how you carry the Joke on. Go, you 
comical Mortal. 

Miſs Mor. Upon my Word, Sir, you rave. You wou'd 
ſoon be cared of this Fit, were you truly ſenſible of the 
Place you are in. | 

Flor. Why, what can terrify me, Miſs, when Love cries 
on. I“ obey that God's Command, I'd plunge to the 
bottom of the Sea, take the Moon by the Noſe. I'd — 
Mi: Mor. Bravo, my little Hotſpur. Now to anſwer 
3 Style: You are in the Dominions of that 
W Dragon, Juſtice Moraſe; I am his golden Fleece, 
8 i adventuring Knights, like you, to ap- 
proach. 


Fler. LAfae] His only Child, a twenty thouſand Pounder 
By to you, your poor fifteen thouſand. 
How have I ſtumbled on good Fortune I can diſpoſe 
of the other to ſome Friend. 

. Miſs Mor. Well, but, for Heaven's Sake, Sir, be brief, 
and ſincerely tell what has brought you. into this Place of 
Danger ? 

Flor. My irreſiſtible Paſſion for you, Miſs. Have you 
not ſeen me often at Church, expiring at the Glances of 
thoſe dear Eyes ? Judge of the Violence of my Paſſion, by 
the Danger of this Enterprize. — To be furprized in 
the Enjoyment of my preſent Happineſs, will rum me; 
but, to have been longer deprived of it, was to die. 

Miſs Mor. | Aſide t an agreeable Creature — Pra 
Heaven, this prove not a Dream ! — 1, Sir, cou'd 
but believe you? 

Hor. What ſay you, 1 you but believe 

4 
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5 Oh, Miſs, not to believe me, is to do, f lowering 2 
oice, and turning away from her rhaps, the wilt 
Thing you ever did in #4 Life. uu. Fo. not believe 
me, ſaid you ? —— Cou'd you but imagine the twentieth 
Part of what I have ſuffer d, in expectation of this happy 
Moment, you wou'd pity and compaſſionate my Pains. — 
Permit me, fair One, in recompence of Years of Pain, to 
taſte the fragrant Dew from theſe ſoft, pouting, coral Lips. 

Kiſſes her. 

Miſs Mor. Ceaſe, Sir, this enchanting Talk. Thus 
you, fine Gentlemen, draw poor Ladies Hearts, then flight 
an eaſy Conqueſt. = 
Fir. Alas! you know me not. By Heaven, my Love 
for you, ſhall prove as conſtant as the Needle to the Pole. 

fs Mor. | Afide) Then am I bleſt indeed, ſince my cruel 
Papa never ſutfers a Courtier to come near me. | 
Fur. | Afide) I have her, by Jupiter! O! what a 
Treaſure's here ! . Youth, Beauty, Wit, and Money! I 
abſolve my Stars — but ſo good a Bargain cries aloud for 
. Earneſt —— O! thou fair Abridgement of all that is 
valuable in thy Sex, let us enjoy this fortunate Interview, 
and, by taſting all the Joys of Love, inſure us to each 
= 7 * beyond the = of ill· natured * 
8 it Oh! Si. — pours me, hke a 
Torrent. ie e 15 [ Hide. 


Hor. fangs. Why ſo ſhy, my pretty Maid? 
What you want, I come to give : 
- When rs die, *tis then hoy live; 
n Why to ſhy, my pretty Maidꝰ 


Miſs Mor. Ceaſe your Singing, ſweet Nightingale, or 
you'll alarm the Family. — O Lord! I hear my Mama 
coming. I am ruin'd, and you in the greateſt Danger, if 
you do not invent ſome plauſible Pretext for our being to- 
—_ — Sure, Sir, you'll not expoſe me to the Ills you 
have cauſed. AC 

Fr. No, rather die a thouſand Deaths. — I am at m 
Wits End. —— Think you on any Scheme rl 


execute 
Miſs Mor. 
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Miſs Mir. A happy Thought —— Doctor Chronic, the 
famous Phyſician from London, is to be here To-day, for 
the firſt Time — it you wou'd aſſume his Character? 

Elor. A glorious Hint —T know, end can perſonate the 
Man — Let me prepare myſelf. - 

Miſs Mor. Pray Heaven, this may ſucceed ! —— Te 
your Cue, Sir; here ſhe is. | 

Fly. All powerful Impudence inſpire your conſtant Vo- 
tary in this critical Juncture. 


Enter Mys. Moroſe. 


Mys. Mor. What agreeable Gentleman is this you have 
got with you, Daughter? Can it be Doctor Chronic? 
Flor. The very Individual He, Madam. $55 l 
Mrs. Mor. I aſk Pardon, Sir; but what made me doùbt, 
was my having overheard you ſing, join d to the Gaiety 
of your Dreſs. l | | 
Flor. No Offence, Madam. —— That is our Method 
Abroad. There, our Merit conſiſts not as here, in a 
clowniſſi Dreſs, and ſupercilious Appearance: We are the” 
Soul of polite Converſation, - and go under the ſynonimous 
Terms, of Joy-givers, and Health-reſtorers. 
Mrs. Mor. Charm'd with your Reputation, Sir, I ſpoke 
to my Huſband, to wait on, and pray you to come hither, 
and adviſe what I ſhall do, to be deliver'd from a lingering 
Diſorder, I have conſulted moſt of our Phyſicians on, to no 

pee. | 
Flor, To no Purpoſe, I believe, Madam. — Poor 
Humdrums, they follow the ald Dog-trot Way. I have 
converſed with moſt of them. One half does not know. 
how to ſalute a [Chriſtian — the other ſcarce underſtands 
Latin. — Such Things! ſuch Animals! If Hippocrates 
were to come to Life again, I don't know three among 
them, he wou'd ſufferito ſaddle his Horſe. 
Mrs. Mor. You are facetiouſly ſatyric on the grave Fra- 
ternity, Sir. 
Flor. | Afide) The old Gentlewoman ſeems not to diſſike 
me. As for the young Lady, ſhe is irrecoverably mine..— 
D 3 Well, 
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Well, *tis an unſpeakable Happineſs to be a pretty 
Fellow. 

Mrs. Mor. I ſuppoſe, Sir, you have brought ſome new 
Remedies from STA ; : . 

Flor. All new, Madam. I wou'd be ſorry to cure a 
Head-ach in the old Way. , 

Mrs. Mor. Pray, Sir, what occaſions thoſe Changes in 
an Art of fo 10 Conſequence to human Kind. 

Flor. The new Modes, Madam, that are as frequent in 
Phyſic, as in any Thing elſe ; of all which, phantaſtic 
Theory is the fruitful Parent. 

* 07. Mor. What Pleaſure to converſe with a learn'd 
an! | | 

Flr. During my Study, I had the Ladies always in 
View, as my utmoſt Ambition was to be entitled, The Ladies 
Doctor. For their Sakes, I have leam'd to compoſe what- 
ever Remedies I order, that they may never be expoſed to 
purchaſe Health, at the Price of a nauſeous Draught from 
a raſcally Apothecary. 

Mrs. Mor. The Ladies are extremely obliged to you, 


Ir. 
r. I have alſo, on their Account, learn'd to let Blood. 
For what more ſhocking, than to ſee a Lady's delicate Arm 
profaned by the rude Manipulation of our vulgar chirur- 
gical Pandours. — have ſeen ſome of thoſe Fellows ſtroke. 
a Lady's white azure- tinctured Skin, in as rough a manner, 
as a Groom does a four-footed Animal. 
Mrs. Mor. A moſt happy e I intended to 
ſend, even now, for our Surgeon to bleed me; but will 
ve the Preference to your more elegant Performance. 
Flor. How have I entangled _ f by my own imper- 
tinent Talk? fi — Bleed, Madam? 
Mes. Mor. Yes, Sir, if you will do me that Favour. 
Flor. By all Means, Madam. But do you find yourſelf 
troubled with violent Head-aches, a feveriſh Pulſe, and all 
other Symptoms that indicate, and beat in every 
Artery for a bleeding. | 
Mrs. Mor. O! moſt inſupportably, Sir. 
Fur. 1 am very ſorry for it. — Why then, Madam, 


we muſt come to a bleeding. But are you pms 
s. Mar. 
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Mrs. Mor. Prepared for a bleeding, Sir 

Flor. Yes, Madam; nothing ſhou'd be done without due 
Preparation. Hence, the preſent Practice of Cathartics 
before we bathe in Summer: Though the wiſeſt of our 
Forefathers took no other Precaution but to go in cool, 
with an empty Stomach. But I am reſolved to improve 
the Hint, and convince the Authors thereof, that the ſame 
preparatory Evacuation is as requiſite beſore we ride, tho? 
for our Diverſion. 

Mrs. Mor. Before we ride, Sir ? 

For. Yes, Madam. Follow my Reaſoning — The 
Food, we take, enters in at our Mouth, to thence under- 
go proper Elaborations for the Support of Life. The 
expreſſive vital Labyrinth, — which 1* is health» 
jully protruded, receives divers Denominations' from its 
various Configuration, Now, Madam, ſuppoſe me on 
Horſeback, Gee low Regions not previoufly clear'd of 
fæculent Incumbrances — The conquaſſatory Succuſſion of my 
Body, alias Microcoſm, cauſed by the undulatory Motion of the 
Quadrupede, vulgarly call'd Horſe, excites an inverted Rota- 
tion of che alimentary Subſtance in the inteſtinal Canal, which 
exhaling an acid Vapour into the Stomach, vitiatesConcoction, 
adulterates Digeſtion, then by the Conſenſus Parti um, affects 
the Brain, twitches the Nerves, intoxicates the animal Spi- 
rits, and fo the poor Creature ſickens. — Do you con- 
ceive me, Madam? 180 

Mrs. Mor. Yes, yes, Sir. | | 

Fior. Thus Doctors, of my Rank, explain moſt Dif- 
orders. 

Mrs. Mor. Well, tis half a Cure to have to do with a 
Gentleman who can tell us what our Diſorder is. 

For. How ſhe ſwallows it? — I ſhall get off with fly- 
ing Colours, I ſee. 0 e.] Now, Madam, to return to 
you. Have you lately taken any Medicine ? 

Mrs. Mor. Yeſterday, Sir. | 

For. Death and the Devil! will no Door open for an 
honourable Retreat ? — But, Madam, what was it you 
took ? for, on that chiefly depends the Merit of the Pre- 

aration, as ſome Catharties are diametrically oppoſite to 


leeding. 
G Mrs: 
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Mrs. Mor. Senna, Sir. f 
Air. Senna, Madam! Senna! the very greateſt Foe to 
our Indication. It is of an enflaming Nature. It ſo 
irritates our Solids, ſtimulates the Heart, accelerates and 
rarefies the Blood, that, were an Orifice open'd, though 
never ſo ſmall, it wow'd be beyond the Power of Comprels, - 
or Stypticks, to ſtop- the impetuous Torrent: Tou ſhould 
have taken Manna, Manna, Madam, ſweet Medicine! which 
ſo juſtly deſerves the Epithet of cœleſtial: Its balſamic, oily 
Parts ſweeten the Acrimony of our Humours, comfort the 
Stomach, mitigate the Heart, give a placid Motion to our 
Fluids, and make our Blood, when invited abroad by the 
Bance, bound out in a gentle, gentle, Manner. — 
Mrs. Moy. On recollection, Sir, I think it was Manna; 
was it not, Daughter? . 

_ Mor. 5 Madam. . 
or. Fortune fights againſt me. (aſale.] You ſhou'd 
have deny'd it, Mi. fie] 

Miss Mor: O Lord! Sir; the Word ſlipp'd from me, 
I .cow'd bite my Tongue. 

Mrs. Aer. Since every Thing is, luckily, in order, 
Daughter, call the Maid with all Requiſites for the Ope- 
ration. 
I the Interval that Miſs goes for, and returns with 
— — Mrs. Moroſe prepares herſelf at the 
able. 
Flor. | Aſide.] When Iphigenia was on the Point of 
ing immolated, Diana legerdemain'd her away, and 
ſipp'd a Deer in her Place. Wou'd to Heaven, ſome 
were here in my ſtead ! bo 

Ars. Mor. I am ready, Sir. 

Fr. I wait on you, Madam. | 

| He malen the Ligature belyw the Elbow. 

Mrs. Mor. O Lord, Sir! what's the Reaſon you tie be- 
low the Elbow ? 7 
Fler. What a ſtupid Blunder this! — but PI] brazen it 
out. _ Iknow cthers tie above, founded on very 
wrong nine, to wit, to ſtop the Blood *twixt that and 
the Hand, not remembring that the nitrous Particles LN 

ich 
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which the Air is impregnated, ſteal in at our Fingers Ends, 


and, creeping upwards, coagulate the already interrupted 
Stream. Hence the frequent 1 of the Blood's 


ſtarting out at the Wound. But, by tying thus below the 
Elbow, we hinder all Acceſs to frigorific Heterogenities. 
So, the upper Column of Blood enjoying its natural Heat 
and Fluidity, jets out, when calPd-upon, with the greateſt 
Alacrity. | | 

Mrs. Moy. I am glad to know the Reaſon. It ſeems 
quite ſatisfactory. . 

Flor. | afide to Miſs.) J have but one Throw more of 
the Dye, and, if that don't ſucceed, Lord have Mercy on 
me ! | | 

He flrokes her Arm in a polite ceremonions Manner, 
then ſearches his Pockets, | 

By Apollo, God of our Art, and the great Temple of Af 
culapius, I have left my Caſe of Lances at Lord Pler ho- 
ric's, whom I phlebotomized this Morning: If they have 
otherwiſe deviated from my Pocket, the Loſs is irreparable; 
they are of Spaniſh "Temper, made at Toledo, and given to 
me by his Catholick Majeſty's firſt Surgeon, and Phyſician 
ordinary, Don Lancetto de Bandagibus, who has travell'd 
through all the Villages from Zeipfick to Venice, is Batchelor 
of -Padua, Graduate of Alcantara, and aſſociated to the 
very learn'd Body of Salamanca. Theſe Lances, Madam, 
are endow'd with the ſurprizing Faculty of cauſing a moſt 
agreeably imperceptible Solution of the human Fibres. 

Mrs. Mer. What can this mean? Were it not for his 
Language, I ſhould ſuſpect an Impoſture. | 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Madam, the Juſtice has diſpatch'd me home with 
this Note. [Mr. Moroſe opens and reads. 
Flor. My Genius whifpers me, that yon Billet is my 
Death-Warrant. ¶ Looks wiſhfully at the Window.) O for a 
Whirlwind's Aid, to ſnatch me hence, and drop me in the 
midſt of yonder Crowd. — But why deſpond? — tis not in 
the Nature of Things that the old Gentlewoman,or any of her 

Sex, can be cruel to a Man of my Figure. = 
on 
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Mrs. Mor. whiſpers the Maid, whe goes out.] This clears. 
my Doubts. So, Sir, you are Doctor Chronic? 

Flor. Yes, Madam. 

Miſs Mor. I am in an Ague Fit for what the ſweet: 

Gentleman is likely to ſuffer for me. 

Mrs. Mor. Liſten, Varlet, and be confounded. 

Hir. That's laconic, Madam. 

Mrs. Mor. reads. © My Dear, Doctor Chronic, and 1; 


are gone to take a Turn in the Park. Expect us home 


* to Supper.“ Well, what can you ſay. for yourſelf, but 
that you are a moſt impudent Raſcal > 


Flor. As impudent as you pleaſe, but no Raſcal; no, 


thank my Stars. — A Raſcal, Madam, O fy, fy! 


Ars Mor. The Fellow triumphs in his Infolence, and 


Villainy. — So, Miſs, you pretend, with that grave Look 
* rs, not to know this Sharper. 
1 


5 Mor. Upon my Honour, Madam, no more than 


3 Mer. He is not the Inſtrument of ſome Intrigue of 
? or, perhaps, the Object of your Inclinations? — 

young Lady ; proper — ſhall bt taken of you, till 

we know the Bot tom of this Affair. 
r. But where the Devil will all this end? —— Has 

Mama a Mind to engteſe me to henſelf? it will not do. 

Au. Mer. Are the Servants thete ?- 


Enter a Servant: 


Serv. Yes, Madam. 
Mrs. Mor. Let them keep ſtrict Watch before the Door : 


For here I intend to leck up this Vagabond in Lace till the 


Juſtice return. 
Flor Madam 


Met. Mor. We'll make you the Ladies Doctor; but | 


ſhall firſt take your Degrees in Bridewell. Exit. 
as: Your Servant, my dear Alridor. —— Yo have 
brought yourſelf into a fine Nooſe : How untie this Gordian 
Knot? — O Head! Head! to have fo fooliſhly miſtaken 
your Directions, and, like the Dog of the Fable, let flip 


real Happineſs, by catching at a Shadow. But what cuts. 


* * 14 


me to the Soul, is, to think how my diſappointed Lady 
frets at my not appearing. — I hear her ſcream, I ſee 
her faint — Cut, cut her Lace, or Pm undone.'— Wretches 
ſtand off, and give her Air. — Wow'd ſhe were placed 
within the Sphere of my vivifying Preſence ! — But, 
zounds, I hear ſomebody coming — If I am taken 
into Cuſtody I am ruin'd ; for I am not well with the 
25 — Curſes on them all for not leading ſingle 

ves. How can I be loved by any Man that has a Wife, 
or Daughter! — Dear Invention! hit on ſomething to 
draw me from this Dilemma.— It is reſolved — It muſt 
be ſo. — A Lover's Leap from the Window. Who cou'd 
imagine that Things ſhou'd. ever come to this Extremity, 
that Floridor 


On the rude Stones his precious Weight muſt throw! 
O Love! *tis thou do'ſt all that's great below. | 


ACT 
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l 5 
. 


SCENE, Floridor's Chamber. 


Emer Flouriſn, dreſs'd in a Suit of his Maſter*s Claths, and 
| pract᷑iſes before a Glaſs. 


Fr 0vR15SH. 


OW that I have diſguiſed my Brows, uncaſed the 
Raſcal, and indorſed the Gentleman, tis meet that 
I examine my Phyſiognomy, ere I venture out to attack the 
Entrenchments of the divine Object of my Paſſion. — So, 
— adjuſt yourſelf, my Lad — Hum, Flouriſb, you are 
not that hideous Rogue ſome jealous Varlets wou'd repre- 
{ent you to be — on with your Hat — off with it — on 
again, with a ſmart Cock very well project your 
Breaſt retreat a little — now your Hat in your Hand, 
and the ſliding Bow forward, to meet a Friend; as, Sir, 
yur moſt — your very humble, and all that — now the 
all off, or Bow retrograde — you may depend upon it 


— upon my Honour, and ſo forth — Bravo, Flovriſh ; fuch 


ſmart Impertinence, with' a Knack of ſpeaking loud to a 
Wench, m the Gallery, to the Diſturbance of all modeſt 


Hearers, is the utmoſt Merit of many pretty Maſters about 


Town — betwixt whom, and us Gentlemen of the Cloath, 
there is no eſſential Difference, but that of their Dreſs. — 
My Maſter, ſweet Soul! by many happy Talents, renders 
his Folly amiable. — What ſo ridiculous, and inſipid, as an 
Embryo Fop, without the leaſt Grain of Wit, or Humour, 
to animate his Impertinence, or render it any Way palat- 
able. — But, hey day, Mr. Flouriſh, whither have you got 
a Moralizing, inſtead of going to ſee your Miſtreſs ? mal a 


propes, 
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„indeed Stay, do I remember the Couplets I 

—. compoſed for ber? in writing which, like our modern 
Ode Writers, I meaſured by the Works of the more Inge 
| nious. — Now, ſuppoſe her here. — I accoſt her in a lan- 
er ſeize her by the Hand, and look my 
Paſſion at her thro' my Eyes, the burning Spectacles of Love. 


Sings, In your bright Eyes 
N Sub Chis atk, 
They do my Heart alarm : 
A Laplander, 
Or Highlander, 
Or Dutchman, they wou'd warm, 


If that does not make my Empire agreeable to her, and tune 
her up to my Deſire, may ſome happier Dog, to her pub- 
lic Shame, wheedle her out of her miſtaken Notions of Li- 


berty. [Exit. 
SCENE changes to the Street. 


Enter Topknot. 
Topk. Where the Plague can Floridor be? I fear my 


golden Scheme, in regard to him, will prove abortive; 
but, as it is good to have an Eye to Buſineſs, PII make ſure 
of my own Spark. Seit. 


Enter Floridor. 


Flur. Confuſion! Racks Deſpair! bearing directly to 
the fortunate Iſlands, I have loſt my Pilot, and know not 
now, which Way to ſteer.— But, who comes yonder ? methinks 
I ſhou'd know that Coat. — Can I believe my Eyes? is it 
poſſible ? By Jupiter, my Raſcal Flauriſb. = Ha, ha, ha; 
tho* melancholy my Situation, I muſt enjoy the Joke. 


Enter Flouriſh, ſinging ; Floridor, fings up to him; they look 
earneſtly at each other. 

Flozr. He can never ſuſpect me in this Dreſs; fo Þ'll ſee 

if, by braz ning it, I can't get clear of him. [ Aſide” 

a For 
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Flor. Sir, if I don't miſtake, I have the Honour of be- 


ing known to you. E 
Thur. Six, the flattering Happineſs quite eſcapes my 


Memory. 
Fly. I am mightily taken with the Colour of your Coat; 


Id be glad to know where I can get ſome of the Cloth. 
Flozr, (afide) J am ſmoked — Get it, Sir? =— in Paris, 
Sir. 


Flor. In Paris? \ [Looks earneſfth at him. 
Flour. Yes, Sir, in Paris. Have you any Objections to 
Paris? 


Phy. None — but I have to your Impudence. — Why, 
thou conſummate Face of Braſs, didſt thou think to impoſe 
on me with diſguiſed Brows, and an affected Hoarſeneſs of 
Voice? 

Flour. Sir, I was only trying an Experiment, to ſee if 

ou wou'd know me, thus metamorphoſed. | 

Flor. J confeſs, one not ſo intimate with you, as I have 
the Honour to be, Mr. Flouriſh, might be deceived. But, 
pray, whence this Familiarity betwixt- my Cloaths, and 

ou? | 
Flour. Sir, Maſters, are obliged to cloath their Servants ; 
and, my Livery, not being in the beſt Order, I have made 
free with this Suit of yours. Beſides, Sir, you ought to 
ſympathetically compaſſionate my State. I am like your- 
{elf, on the Fortune Catch, and fteering with Wind, and 
Tide, to the Arms of my Beloved. = So, Sir, excuſe the 
ardent Call of Love, that makes me thus abruptly quit you 
—— but, be perſuaded, Sir, that I now am, and hereafter 
ever ſhall be, as heretofore, I have been, your moſt Obe- 
dient, Submiſſive, and Dutiful Servant, Rh Flouriſh, 


to command. [Exit. 
Flor. Facetious Knave. But, Topknot, opportunely 
comes. | 


Enter Topknot. 


Topk. Where, in the Name of Wonder, have you 
been? 


Flor. 
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Flor. Why, thro' miſtake, I ſtumbled into Juſtice Moroſe's, 
and have made a wonderful Eſcape from that Lion's Den. 
But now, my dear Topknot, that I have laid hold on you, I 
ſwear to never quit, till you conduct me to the young 
Lady, who muſt be in a diſmal Plight, at the Uncertainty 
of my Fate. — Come along — on the Way, III inform 
you of my Adventure. [Exeunt. 


Enter Truewit, and Thinkwell, laughing. 


True. A better Joke, I never heard. 

Think, What Pleaſure to ſee Floridor bolt out of the 
Window ! | | 

True. What Pity it is, the Juſtice was not at home. But 
let us on to Tom's Stand, and enquire what Diſcovery he 
has been able to make in this ſecret Expedition, | Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to a Chamber. 


Celia, richly dreſi d, is ſitting at a Table, with a Muſic 
Book 22 her. Enter Topknot, and Floridor. Cælia 
2 ſrom the Table, and advances. She, and Floridor, 
alute. 


Topk. I leave you together. And now to my Lover 
who is waiting with the Parſon, to put 1 
Concluſion to our Amours. [ Exit, 


Flor. Madam, ere I had ſeen your charming Face, 
Imagination, to the utmoſt, ſtretch'd, 
To form th Idea of a perfect Maid; | 
But falls far ſhort of your tranſcendant Beauty. 


By the Lord, ſhe is dumb with Admiration. [ Aſide. 
Czl. J hope, Sir, your Eſteem will be no way leſſen'd 


by the Advances I have made. | 
Flor. Not at all, Madam; they are very natural. 
Cel. To what Extravagance has Love -oft driven our 
weaker Sex — O Paſiphae! Ariadne! Phædra! 
Fler. I beſeech you, Madam, conſider the Difference of 
E 2 Objects 3 
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Objects; 'twas that render'd their Love unhappy. — Pa- 
fphae, loved a Bull, Madam, a Bull — Ariadne, a drunken + 
Sot, one Bacchus, who gave her but very little Comfort; 
for, according to niceſt Obſervations in Love Affairs, one 
Water-drinker, is preferable to ten Wine-bibbers. = Phædra, 
vile Wretch ! wedded to Theſeus, loved his Son, Hippoli- 
rug two ſuch Mortals — Why the Father, was a common 
Prize-fighter, that ran bullying about in all the Towns of 
Greece. — The Son, a moſt unlick'd Cub, bred on the 
Mountains. — Whenever a Lady ſpoke civil to him, he 
turn'd his Back to her — a meer Mountaineer, Madam. — 
But your Choice, can't miſs of a general Approbation: 
Even I myſelf, congratulate you on your Meare Hap- 
:neſs. 

: Cel. On that, I rely, or I ſhould die with Shame; for, 
to all, who may cenſure, I have but this Reply to make, 
Lock on the Man, then blame me, if thou canſt.“ 

Flor. Very true, Madam — I am ſenſible of my little 
Superiority of Merit, and take all becoming Pains to make 
it known, which, ſome envious Blockheads, miſtakenly, 
call Vanity. — A Man, that has a thoutand a Year, boaſts 
of it: A Man, ſix Foot high, glories in his Height. — And, 

ray, Madam, why ſhou d Perſons of Wit, and Beauty, 
Re you, and me, be aſhamed to proclaim it in 3 
By yon Inſtrument, and Books, I preſume, Muſic is partly 
the Object of your Study, and, on that ſition, do 
humbly beg a Song; for 1 look on your Perſon, Madam, 
to be a Rendezvous of all Female Perfections. 

Cel. As the firſt Requeſt, I can't refuſe, 

Flor. | Afide) Firſt, or laſt, what Woman can refuſe me 
any thing ? | | 

Celia ſings. 


E D Colin, prevent my warm Bluſhes ; 
« For, how can I ſpeak without Pain? 
* My fond Eyes, nom tell you their Wiſhes : 
© Qb! do you their Meaning explain, 
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My Paſſion wou d loſe by Expreſſion, 
© And, you too, might cruelly blame: 
© Then do not expect a Confeſſion 
© Of what is too tender to name. 


© Since your's is the Province of ſpeaking, 
© O do not expect it from me. 
© Our Wiſhes ſhou d be in our keeping, 
© *Til you tell us what they ſhou'd be. 
© Then quickly, O quickly diſcover 
© Does your Heart feel ſuch Tortures as mine. 
need not tell over and over, 


© What I in my Boſom confine. 


Flr. Braviſſimo, by the Siſters of Helicon. How rapid 
is the Force of Love, when aided by the Charms of Muſic! 


Enter Topknot. 


Topk. I perceive you are mutually charm'd with each 
other. — You like Miſs, Miſs likes you. Why defer Happi- 
neſs, or live aſunder a Moment? — Egad, I'll ſend for the 
Parſon: For I have ſpoken to a Friend in the Neighbour- 
hood, to have one ready at a Call, 

Cel. Oh! Mrs. Topknoe. 9 | 

Topk. On ! Miſs Celia — Mr. Floridar will foon cure you 
of all thoſe virginal Qualms. | 

For True, dear-T opknot, I'm a Specißc for that Diſ- 
order. 

T opk. to Hor. Ply her home, Sir, while ſhe ſoftens. 

Flor. Never fear me, my Dear; I'm ſure of her. 

Czl. What will the World ſay ? See a Gentleman, for 
the firſt Time, and marry him. Oh monſtrous 

Hor. That's juſt the Merit of our Cauſe. — Let vulgar, 
frigid Wretches indolently drawl out a Fortnight, or a 
Month, in fulſome Compliments, and vile Prelinunaries. — 
But, Hearts of Fire, _ Souls ! like yours and mine, 
ſhou'd, at firſt Sight, fly congenially together, and thus 
mingle mutual Rays of Love. 

Cal. O! ſpare me, Sir. — My tottering Reſolution 

E 3 yields 


54 The Self-Enamour'd : or, 
ields. Lord! Mrs. Topknot, I thought you ſpoke of ſend- 
- for a Parſon. — Heavens! what bs pt from my 
Tongue? I am fo confounded, I know not what I fay, 
or do. | $64. 
Topk. Courage, dear Lady ; your Underſtanding will 
ſoon clear up. But, here comes the Parſon, tho' not 
the ſame who marry'd me; another, I ſuppoſe, he has ſent 
in his ſtead. Let us go, and receive him. Come, come, 
give me your Hand, Child. | | 
Cel. Oh 1 you are a wicked Woman, and wou'd ever 
have your Way. —— What ſhall I do? Shame cries ſtay; 
but ſtronger Inclination, whiſpers, go. Don't pull me ſo. 
| —— Lord, how nary Lam are! —— Nay then, as you 


will. — My poor turns round. 
[ Exeunt Topknot, and Czlia. 


Flor. Ha, ha, ha. Go, 4 dear ſtricken Doe, Love's 
burning Arrows revelling in thy Heart, and fall a willing 
Sacrifice to Joys unknown betore. 


-— 6 Cupid, Venus, Hymen, Graces three 
What a delicious Night is this to be [Exit. 


ACT 
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A: Ga2E- V 
SCENE, The Sire. 


Enter Truewit. 


TRUEwITT. 


HUS far have I penetrated into this myſterious La- 

byrinth, and am now at its laſt Winding's End — 
This is theHouſe — by this Time, the Marriage, is, doubt- 
leſs, perform'd ; for, warm, and unthinking Youth, when 
lured by the Appearance of a Fortune, is never dilatory on 
that Article. TIl even in among them, and indulge half an 
Hour's Spleen. — But, here comes Floridor, in the Exube- 
rance of his Heart, Joy ſmiling on his Face. 


Enter Floridor, ſenging. 
© The Joys of Love, are Joys alone. 


Ha, Truewi:! what God has directed you hither ? you are 
the very Man I was going purpoſely to ſeek, and that to 
revenge your late Perſecution, and rally you in my Turn; 
my dear ill- natured Rogue. The golden Stream of Pactolus 
has flown into my Poſſeſſion.— Pm marry'd -- fifteen 
thouſand Pounds only. — Look me full in the Face. Art 
I an unfortunate Dog? Ha, ha, ha. — Hark you, True- 
wit, where the Devil is your common Senſe now ? Quit it, 
quit it, Man, if 85 have a Mind to do any Good; for it 
is a meer Drug, by Jupiter, and quite unknown among 
what are calld pretty Gentlemen, in this Age. 


Tru. That's no great Compliment to the Age. * 
ä or, 
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Flor. What's worſe, tis true = Zounds, Man, hire out 
that ſerious Face of yours, and borrow a gay one, if poſſible ; 
for you look like an Antidote to Pleaſure ; to which darling 
Goddeſs, I, from this Moment, conſecrate the reſt of my 


Life. 
Sings. 


Now Fortune has crown'd all my youthful Deſires ; 
Since Money can't fail me, and Beauty inſpires : 
Life's Farce, in gay Pleaſure, I'll merrily paſs, 

And laugh at old Time, as he runs out his Glaſs. 
| [ Strikes Truewit on the Shoulder. 


True. I admire you. 
Flor. Tam admirable, I own, my Dear. = But to ſhew 


ou Iam not of an unforgiving Temper, for all the little 
Anxieties of Mind, you have ſo laviſh'd on me of late; 
as I know they ſprung from a friendly Motive, in my Be- 
half, I fincerely aſſure you, nothing can give me a 

eater Pleaſure, than if my Fortune, can be any way 
erviceable to thoſe ſuperior, and rational Talents, of 
ours, which my ſerious Moments eſteem, tho' the Torrent 
of youthful Vanity hurries me from their Imitation. 

True. I thank you, Floridor. But can't I ſee your 
Lady? 

For By all Means. — Fl introduce you this Moment. 

[ Exeunt. 


Enter Flouriſh. 


Flour. Now am I not r marry' d, but have im- 
preſs'd Hymen's great Seal, to render the Bond indiſſoluble, 


— Jeſt, thro' any Diſcovery, my Lady ſhould ſtrive to be off. 
That my newly acquired, ſurreptitious Wife, has a Suffici- 
ency to ſupport me, more than I cou'd otherwiſe expect, I 
am ſatisfy d. But how diſſatify'd muſt ſhe be, when ſhe'll 
diſcover, that, inſtead of an Eſquire, I am Fbridor's quon- 


dam Mercury ; his late Valet, and now her Lord — that, 
inſtead 
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inſtead of being an eſtated Man, of a thouſand a Year, ſhe 
finds my whole Income, to be a Blank. — Fret, the will. 
— I muſt adminiſter matrimonial Comfort; which, if 
ſlighted, the laſt Reſource is, philoſophical Perſeverance, 
and a caſtigating Arm. — What mighty Things has not 
good Diſcipline perform'd! By her Directions, I am to 
wait in the next Coffee-houſe, till ſent for, to be introduced 
to ſome Friends ſhe has invited to ſup with her; and, for 
Deſert, make an Exhibition of her happy Choice, in me. 


Exit. 


SCENE changes to an Apartment. 
Celia, Topknot, and Company, advance to muſical Sounds. 
Emer Floridor, and Truewit. 


Fly. This is the Life I intend to lead; my Houſe ſhall 
be that of Gallantry, and over my Gate this Inſcription — 
Toujours gay — vive Ia Foy. Come, Truewit, what think 
you of a Dance ? 

True. Pr'ythee, don't be fooliſh, Boy. 

Flor, Fair Goddeſs of my Heart! one vivifying Kiſs 
from theſe nectar d Lips. — For your bright Sake, 1 curſe 
the Harlot, Fortune, that ſhe had not enabled me to hoop 
to you, inſtead of being thus raiſed by your generous Hand. 
— Had I the Mines of Pers, and 22 I wou'd think 
them happily beſtow'd on you. 

Cel. And, Sir, what Fortune I have, tho' competent 
enough, wou'd Heaven had made it more for you; tis 
Merit only, that I wed. 

Flor. Wou'd all our Ladies had your way of Thinking! 


Jo the invincible Detriment of by a younger Bro- 


thers, they wou'd not run ſo much on Coaches and Six, and 
large Settlements, except thoſe of Love. 

True. Mr. Floridor, you have forgot me. 

Flor. Excuſe me, Sir, as you behold the Cauſe the 
Deity that occupies yon Shrine of Beauty, ſo dazzles my 
Eyes, and elevates my Thoughts, that every mortal, low 


Affair, is quite effaced. — But now, Sir — Madam, yrs 
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this Gentleman, introduce to you, one of my oldeſt, but 
ſevereſt Friends. 

True. What, is it you, Calla? I am glad to ſee you look 
ſo well. —- I thought you were gone to London, on a traffick- 
ing Voyage. 

Flor. London! trafficking Voyage! what can this mean ? 
Pray, Str, do you know my Wife ? 

True. No, not I; but Lord Freelove does: He has had 
her in Keepmg, fix Months, and diſcharged her laſt Week, 
as he ſet out for Par's. 

Topk. Tis cruel and ungenerous, Mr. Truewit, to bring 
occult Sms to Light, and ſow Diſſention in the Hearts of 
the new marry'd Pair, who, in ſpite of paſt Failings, may 
hve happily together. 

True. As you have introduced me to your Lady, tis 
proper that I preſent you, to your Aunt, Mrs. Top- 
kyor, who, whilſt you were hunting after a ſuperior For- 
tune, has grafted her Niece on your ſmall Eſtate, as a ſuf- 
ficient Recompence for her Favours to another. 

Flor. Is it poſſible? Then this is a moſt unexpected Ca- 
taſtrophe. 


Emer Tom. 


Tom. As I ply'd about Mr. Floridor's Lodging, ſome 
Artiſts, whom, as they ſay, he appointed to call on bim this 
Evening, I have directed hither, as to his new Dwelling- 
Place. — Here they come. 

__ The Devil you have? thank you for your Kind- 
neſs. 


Enter Pencil. 


Penc. Miſs Ramble is ready to wait on you, for the finiſh- 
ing of your Picture; for my Part, Sir, 4 never had better 
Colours. 

Flor. Damn your Colours; a pretty Time to talk to a 
Man of finiſhing his Picture, when the Rope is about his 
Neck for Execution. 


Enter 
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Enter Coſtly. 


. Sir, by the Direction of Mr. Pencil here, I am 
_ to know 1n what Taſte you'll have your Wedding 

ach. 

Fhr. A Cart, you Son of a Whore. 

Cel. My Dear. | 

Flor. My virtuous Fair. | 

7 71 When offer'd by a Lady, why not accept of Hap- 
pineſs? 

Hor. Sir, I want none, but what ſhe can give. 
Damnation ! | 

True. Had you not kept fo ingeniouſly out of my Way, 
I might have prevented this Calamity. 

2 It was ſomewhat unlucky, I confeſs. — How my 
Heart ſwells, but Pll not give Truewit the Triumph to ſee 
my Grief. 


Enter Thinkwell. 


Think. Sir, I come to wiſh you Joy, and inform you, at 
the ſame Time, that I have maturely reflected on your 
Morning's Offer, a pretty young Lady, with a Tre of 
ten thouſand Pounds, or ſo. 

Flor. Why, what you ſay, Sir, is very true; but Charity 
begins at Home. — Poiſon and Daggers ! 

True. Why thus diſpirited ? | 

Fly, Diſpirited ? not at all; tis but a ſudden Fit of 
Melancholy, that I am ſometimes ſubject to. 

True. You ſeem moved. 

Flor. Not at all, not at all. — Oh! I am like Horſpur 
in the Play, nettled and ſtung by Piſmires, whipt and 
ſcourged with Rods. | 

True. All this Counterfeiting will not do. — Deep 
rooted Sorrow ſhews through the thin Diſguiſe. 

Think. I am ſorry, Sir, on ſo happy an Occaſion, 
to ſee you ſo diſturb'd in Mind. 

Flor. You miſtake me, Gentlemen — will you not allow 
2 Man to be ſometimes out of Humour? — How they 

torment 
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1 me like a Brace of Fiends, let looſe from 
ell! 

Tepk. You ſee, Mr. Truewit, what Agitation your In- 
diſcretion has thrown the young Gentleman into.” 

True. Your impudent Impoſture, Miſtreſs ; but it ſhall 
coſt you dear, to have thus ftretch'd the innocent Scheme I 
employ'd you in, for unhappy Floridor's Sake; but you, in- 
_ deed, have been too faſt for me, in thus artfully fixing on 

him, yon commodious Lady. 

Topk. What's paſt, is paſt,Sir. — PII be bail for her future 
Conduct, and, if officious People do not buſy themſelves too 
much, in what concerns them not, I ſee no Bar to their 
Happineſs. en 

True. I take that as a civil Hint for me. 

Topk. You may take it as you pleaſe, Sir. — You, 
Gentlemen, withdraw. To Pencil and Coſtly.] [ Exeunt. 
And you, ſtep to next Coffee-houle, and inform the Squire 
how we are uſed. 

True. I am terribly afraid, Madam, that the next Conge 

U give, will be to my Friend, and me. — But it wou'd 
cruel in you, to diſmiſs us before the Ceremony of 
throwing the Stocking, Ha, ha, ha. 

Think. Ha, ha, ha. 

Flor. Infernal Torments are mild to this. 

Topk. We are not in a jeſting Humour, Sir ; and your 
Behaviour, in this Affair, is ſo outragiouſly provoking, that, 
in ſpite of all former Reſpect, I muſt plainly tell you, Sir, 
that when People render themſelves ſo diſagreeable, their 
Abſence 1s to be wild for; but I have ſent for one to 
juſtify myſelf, and Niece. 

True. Why, Madam, you are very ſmart. 

Topk. I ſcorn your Words, Sir. 

Flor. Ha — How notably my Aunt talks ? — Immediate 


Light'ning blaſt her Tongue: Sole Artificer of my Ruin. 
Enter Flouriſh, ſpeaking. 


Flur. May Whirlwinds ſnatch, and bury me in the 
North Bull's roaring Sands, if I be not inſtantly revenged 
= 
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on any Scoundrel, that dare reflect upon our Houſe's Ho- 


ncur, or caſt a Blemiſh on my Niece's Fame. — Zounds, 
Truewit, Thinkwell, and my Maſter — what can this 
Riddle mean ? 


| 
True. O ho, Madam, you keep a Company of Bravos, 


and this, I ſuppoſe, is their Captain you have ſent for. 
Think. Sure, Mr. Floridor, you will not ſee us ſet upon 
in your own Houſe. — [| 

Flor. Bravos | ſet upon --- [going up to Flouriſh} why, 
that is my Scoundrel FÞuriſh, with diſguiſed Brows, and a | 
Suit of my Cloaths he made free with this Morning, to go 1 
a Caterwauling in. 

Topk. Lord! Mr. Truewit, how your imprudent Beha- | 
viour has diſtracted the poor Gentleman's Brain, and al- | 
moſt render'd him lunatic ; to miſtake, for his Man Flouriſb, | 
r Vagabond I have heard much of, but never i 

een) Squire Hummer, a Gentleman of a thouſand a Year, | | 

2 Huſband. — Well, Heay'n preſerve our Senſes to 
us all. — 

Flor. Are you really marry'd to that Gentleman? 

Topk. Yes, I was really marry'd, to that Gentleman, this 
Afternoon, have paſt thro* all the Requiſites, and am now | 
bis Wife paſt Reprieve. | | 

Fuer. Well, Mrs. Floyriſh, I wiſh you Joy; as you gave | 
me your Niece — it was civil in you to take the Man: | 
Why this is bite the Biter ; Plot, and Counterplot. | 

7. Huſband — Dear — Squire Hummer, what ſay 
you to all this ? | 

Flor. Squire Hummer too, a good Name. — Well, ; 
Flouriſb, I thank, and forgive thee all thou haſt ever done, — 

Topk. But, Sir, — that I may no longer continue in this | 
racking Uncertainty ; and as it muſt be known, ſooner, or | 
later, tell me ſincerely, are you Flouriſb ; 

Flour. Even fo. 

Topk. Flori dor's Servant. 

Flour, Moſt true. 

Topk. You are not Squire Hummer ? — 

Flour. Veritably, No, 

Topk. No 
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Flur. No — I am not Squire Hummer, but I am a 


Humming Squire; it is all one in the Greek. 
-  Topk. Was it not Impudence ir you to court me? 

Flour. Ambition. 

Topk. A ſerving Scoundrel. 

Flour. Come, no abuſive Words, ſince thou art now, 
my not only verbal, but realized Wife, or, by the Privilege 
ot a Huſband — | 8 

True. Good Mr. Flouriſb moderate your Anger. 

Flour. At Requeſt, Sir, I am calm. — What cou'd 
the Baggage do better, than aſſign over the Money ſhe 
has made by ſiniſter Intrigues, to a Man of Education, 
great Talents, and ſmall Fortune, as I am? | 
- "Topk. Pray, Mr. Flori dur, is your Uncle Fhuriſh often 
in this Humour. 

Think. I hope this Double Marriage will be agreeable to 
all Parties. 

- w_ Igive you Joy, Sir, on your happy Allliance, Ha, 

a , 20 

Think. Ha, ha, ha. 

Flor. 1 can bear no longer. — Gentlemen, a Word with 
you — the Folly I have committed is my own, and mine 
the Puniſhment ; — It concerneth none but me. — Whoever 
wou'd Jjeſtingly comment thereon, muſt do it with his 
Sword's Point, in my Blood. «345 x 

True. The Antidote operates, as I wou'd have it. 
Cel. Huſband. | 

Topk. Nephew. 

Fee. Off, peſtilential Harpies. 

Cel. Pray, Uncle Flouriſb, lend your Aid. | 
- Flyr. Late Maſter, but now, Nephew Floria:r, re- 
ceive into thy Ears the Balm of Family Advice. - 

True. Think. nn ry T Sock | 

Flor. Impudent Scoundrel ! | firikes him] — Earth gape 
wide, and Fvallow me from 12 | 

True. Chear up good Floridor, nor ſeem thus Bankrupt, 
even in Hope. ! | | f 

Fur. Mock me not, Sir. Were there any Room for the 
leaſt glimmering of Hope, I'd overleap all Bounds to court 
the auſpicious Ray. 


— True, 
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True. Be not thus dejected; perhaps ſome Comfort may 
yet be found. 


Her. Comfort for me! talk of Liberty to Galley Slaves; 
of Paradiſe to Souls in Hell; but wretched Flori aur muſt 
never dream of Comfort more. 4 

True. Poor Flori dor. 


, Flor, Poor, indeed. — Say, Truewit, tho my Folly de. 
ſerves your Scorn, in its full Extent — do you not pity: 


me ? 
True. From my Soul, I do: 
Flor. O Torture ! Tarts! ruin'd. for Life! fair Hopes 
of all my Friends deceived ! the Jeſt. of Women !. and 2 


Scoff of Boys. — Out Sword, and end at once my Miſery, 
and Shame. 


True. Hold, raſh Youth,. would'ſt uſe that Madman's 
Remedy? From ſhort, and tranſitory Ills, to fly to endleſs 


Woe; thus one Folly is —— of another, till they 
jointly plunge e us in eternal Ruin. 
Think. Tis 


— 4 him to ſome new, and deſperate Attempt on bim- 
ſel 


True. Now, Madam, you have triumph d ſufficiently me- 


thinks. — Tis but fair Pla that I enjoy myſelf in my 
2 to ſhew that the Joke is 
not ſo much on your Side, as you imagine, and that we 


Turn; ſo, my very political 


* outſchemed the Schemer — Thinkwel, tell her all 
you know of this Affair. 


Think: By the diligent ry of Truewit's Servant, 
Tom, we : got ? Wind off the Dou teh Pains The degraded: 


Parſon, who marry'd you two in the Tavern, we got over 
to us, with the prevailing Argument of a Guinea; and 


borrow'd- his divine Cloak for the accompliſhing of our 
Scheme. =» Under that Diſguiſe I came — pronounced an- 


odd Kind of marriage Ceremony, which the ardent hurry- 
Deſire, on every Side, made to paſs unnoticed. 


Flor. Next to upbraiding a Man with his Misſortune, 
is, to cheat his ſickly Eyes with chimerical Viſions of 
g out of it, which but raiſes him a Moment, to — . 


Ein de deeper in the Gulph of Sorrow. pray you, 


mon, to ſport no more with my Situation. 
True, 


Time to undeceive him, leſt his Paſſion 
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Trae. By all that's juſt, dear Fluide, what Thinkwes 
i. 5) Hes | So 
ink. Heav'n it is. — So Bride, and Bridegr I 
. „ age. oP 
SE 


Topk. Charm is broke. 

Gel. — I _— | 

Floy. in to breathe. =—_—_— What ? I I; it ble 
Mo. Biest, 

Think. > Sw Scape well. 

Cæl M deſsſhip is at an End; the Maſk torn off, 
*tis Time for me to withdraw, and commence a mourning 
Bride. So, by to, you my Love. Come, Aunt. [Gong. 

Trae. Stay, Ladies To ſhew my Care extends ſtill far- 
ther, To you, deluded Cælia, in Compaſſion for Lord Free. 
terve's hard Treatment, I make a Preſent of one hundred 
Pounds, to throw into Stock with your Aunt ; and that, by 
your future Conduct, you may wear off the Remembrance 
of what is paſt. 

Cel. Generous Sir! 

Flour. Ay, very generous, indeed. 


True. And, as for you, Floridor, the Diſcovery of this 


Deception, has coſt Thinkwel, and me, no ſmall Pains, — 
But we ſhall think all overpaid, if what has happer'd, work 
any Reformation in you. — For, alas! what new Effort can 
my Friendſhip make? 1 $9: 

Flor. O! let me bathe you both with Tears of Gratitude, 
to have thus let me run to the Brink of the Precipice, ſee 
all its Horrors! and, when hopeleſs, reſtore me to myſelf 
again. It is a God-like Act. . 

True. If you but change, we are ſatisfy'd, indeed. 

Nor. O Truewit, Thinkwell, forget my Errors paſt, the 
future Conduct of my Life, ſhall be as you direct. From 
what a Scene of Ridicule, and Deſpair, you have ſnatch'd me 


The Cloud of Folly diſappears, and Reaſon dawns upon 


me. 

Think. You are to me, dear Florider, a living Lecture, 
went wm Advantages of Mind, and Body, when 
not gui — aro tho certain Harbingers of 
* Fur 
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Flor. 1 ſtand convicted — and promiſe a ſincere Repen- 
tance. —— From this Day's Adventure, let each Self-ena- 
mour'd Youth, ſhun my fooliſh Paths, and learn, that the 
higheſt Bleſſing, all-bounteous Heaven can grant, is a judi- 
cious, a warm, and active Friend. | 
Flor. Now, Maſter, am I heartily rejoiced at our be- 
ing no longer a-kin ; for what a Houte ſhou'd we make of 
it? why, two Wits, in a Family, wou'd be as unnatural, and 
cauſe as much Admiration in Mankind, as two Suns in the 
ſame Horizon. 

Flor. What, ſtill witty, Blourifh, in ſpite of Matrimony, 
and Riches ? 

Flovy. Yes, Sir, and till a Politician. -— This is the great 
Secret I told you, this Morning, was betwixt Topknor, and 
me. The whole Courſe of my Amours, Lying, and Cant- 
ing, I intend to ſpeedily pubhſh, in a Romance, entitled, 
The fortunate Valet; to be follow'd by a ſecond Part (if the 
Printer, and I, can agree about the Price) to be call'd, 
Flouriſh in his married State. - 

Flor. Now Flouriſh, that you are to leave me, do you 
intend to join with your Wife in Trade, or drive a ſeparate 
Flour. Sir, I intend to open a"Coffee-houſe, which ſhall 
be call'd, The Academy of Smarts, and Smartlings. — 
There wall I teach them not to think ſo much of the Player, 
and ſo little of the Author, as they now rr and 
1 do; that, to judge adequately of the Perfor- 
mance of the latter, they ought to previouſly underftand 
the Meaning of the former — not to miſtake a Love for new 
fangled Fopperies ; ſauntering at Play-houſes, Concerts, 
and Aſſemblies, for Taſte; for judgment; Poſitive- 
neſs for Argument; meer M. , for Learning; Imperti- 
nence, for Wit; in ſhort, Sir, Pl! hire to convert them, from 
chattering Apes of Humanity, into the rational State of Man. 

True. Flouriſh, I'll give my Vote to conſtitute you, a 
new Cenſor of the Times, with this Proviſo, that you keep 
clear of Scurrility. 


Enter 


. 
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Enter Tom. 


Tom. Sir, your Coach waits at the Door. Exit. 
True. Thinkwell, and Floridor, you come with me. 
Neur. I bar the Throw. — This is my Wedding Night, 
and, therefore, humbly entreat, Gentlemen, that you'll do- 
me the Honour to ſup with Jeremy Fluriſb, your moſt. 

obedient, humble,” Servant. | 

True. I like his Humour. — What ſay you? 

Hor. and Think. Agreed. . 

Flor. Mr. Truewit's Donation, I hope, will make this a- 
Night of joy to us all — none having much room to fret 
but your Dulcinea, Flouriſh ; the reanimating of whoſe good 
Humour, we leave to you. — To you, Madam, [to Topknot | 
for Moral to our Play, we can juſtly. apply the Motto of 


* arter d. Honi ſoit qui mal y penſe. —— 
Now that I'm waken'd from. my Frightful Trance, 
Let Muſic lend her Heart-enliv*ning Sound, 
And willing Eccho ſpread our Mirth around, 
As we, in joyous Windings, chearful move, 
And, mingling, form ſweet Labyrinths of Love. 
: | [4 Dance. 
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| AZ Ladies ! Ladies! in what Times we live, 
When Coxcombs boaſt that they alone can 

thrive. : 

Name any Lady — if they deign to chuſe, 

Flump, ſhe is their — what Belle dare them re- 
fuſe ? 

Vain Inſolence ! — to think that WoMAN can 

Prefer ſuch Shadows to the real Man : 

Vile, ambling Puppies, curl d, light, thoughtleſs 
Things, 

Meer painted Butterflies, whoſeTongues are Stings, 

What ſelf-approving Looks | what Liſps! whats 
Cracks 

hat twiſted Motion in their ſwivel Backs ! 

"Bout that they can't do, what a mighty Fuſs ! 

Poor, middle Beings, twixt the Men and Us. 


Tell, thro all Time, whoe'er our Hiſt'ry writes, 
Ours is an Age of new — Hermaphrodites. 

What Girl, like them, on her Complexion doats ? 
Quit, quit the Breeches, ſail in Petticoats. 


But 


— 


3 
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| - Bur ſuch? rat b profiting Tune, 4 
Aud eu n debaſes the lou Knack of Rhyme. 


Bleſs me | I bear, in Gallery, and Pir, 
« Damn 175 N 8 A eftineg, $ ver Wit. 
| 

© Peace io e — LT ings — Comtenps of the Di 
cerning : 

Bu, from our Play, . g01ung \Maillens rake this 

Warning: 

Of Flouriſhes, and Flotidors beware; e 
Ee Petre alone ſbouid win the virtuous cg 5 
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